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PREFACE 


Many  of  those  who  have  loved  our  "  New  Praises  of  Jesus,"  and  used  it  not  only  in  the  Sabbath  School 
and  Prayer  Meeting,  but  also  in  Public  Worship,  have  desired  that  a  larger  Book  of  a  similar  character  be 
prepared.  We  have  therefore  for  several  years  been  collecting  in  this  country  and  Great  Britain  fresh  material 
for  the  SONG  EVANGEL. 

It  contains  many  of  the  precious  standard  Hymns  and  Tunes,  without  which  no  collection  for  general 
use  is  complete.  In  addition  to  these  will  be  found  new  compositions,  which  it  is  hoped  will  express  the 
aspirations  of  God's  people,  and  the  joys  of  those  who  have  experienced  the  assurance  of  sins  forgiven. 

It  is,  as  its  name  implies,  the  Gospel  in  Song.  The  old  doctrines  of  the  Bible,  in  which  Christians  of  all 
denominations  agree,  are  distinctly  brought  out,  especially  that  of  The  Atonement,  so  that  not  only  adults 
but  Utile  children  may  also  understand  how  "  He  was  wounded  for  our  transgressions." 

Through  the  agency  of  some  of  the  Hymns  of  this  Book  many  little  ones  have  been  led  to  trust  and  love 
the  Saviour, — we  have  also  given  prominence  to  the  work  of  the  Holy  Spirit  in  revealing  Christ  as  our 
wisdom,  righteousness  and  sanctification.  It  contains  an  unusual  number  of  Hymns  adapted  for  Prayer  Meet- 
ings. Those  by  the  Editor  have  been  written  with  earnest  prayer  for  guidance.  We  hope  it  may  be  as  exten- 
sively adopted  in  the  Sabbath  Schools  and  Churches  of  our  land  as  have  been  the  "  New  Praises  of  Jesus," 
over  two  hundred  thousand  of  which  have  been  published  in  this  country  and  Great  Britain.  The  music 
has  all  been  revised  by  Hubert  P.  Main,  by  whom  also  some  of  its  best  tunes  were  written. 

Rev.  H.  H.  Wells,  of  Cleveland,  Ohio,  has  rendered  valuable  assistance  in  its  compilation  ;  also,  Rev. 
O.  Parker,  together  with  many  others,  to  whom  we  are  under  great  obligations  for  kindly  permitting  us  to  use 
flieir  hymns  and  tunes.  We  have  endeavored,  as  far  as  possible,  to  give  the  names  of  Authors.  If  we  have,  by 
inadvertance,  used  any  composition  without  permission,  we  shall  gladly  make  acknowledgment  in  a  future 
issue. 

([[^"The  "  Song  Evangel"  is  tHe  property  of  Messrs.  Biglow  &  Main  ;  most  of  the  music  and  words 
in  this  collection  are  copyright,  and  can  only  be  used  by  permission  of  the  Authors  or  Publishers. 

E.  PAYSON  HAMMOND. 


SONG  EVANGEL. 


SAVIOUR,  LIKE  A  SHEPHERD  LEAD  US. 


Dorothy  Thrupp. 


Wm.  B.  Bradbtiry,  hy  per. 


^    J  Sav-iour,  like   a    shepherd  lead    us,  Much  we  need  Thy  tend'rest  care;  ) 

j  In     Thy  pleasant  pastures   feed    us,  For    our  use    Thy  folds  pre-pa^e.  f  Bless-ed     Je  -  sus,  Blessed 

N 


Je-sus,  Thou  hast  bought  us,  thine  we  are,  Blessed  Jesus,  Blessed  Je-sus,  Thou  hast  bought  us,thme  we  are. 


We  are  thine,  do  Thou  befriend  us. 
Be  the  Guardian  of  our  way; 

Keep  Thy  flock,  from  sin  defend  us 
Seek  us  when  we  go  astray. 

Blessed  Jesus, 
Hear,  O  hear  us,  when  we  pray 


3  Thou  hast  promised  to  receive  us, 
Pour  and  sinful  though  we  be, 
Thou  hast  mercy  to  relieve  us, 
Grace  to  cleanse,  and  power  to 
•     Blessed  Jesus,  [free. 

We  will  early  turn  to  Thee. 


4  Early  let  us  seek  Thy  favor. 
Early  let  us  do  Thy  will; 
Blessed  Lord  and  only  S«viour, 
With  Thy  love  onr  bosoms  fill. 

Blessed  Jesus, 
Thou  ha'it  loved  us,lovt'  us  sf?'l]. 


Mrs.  Phosbe  Palmeh. 


THE  CLEANSING  WAVE. 


Mrs.  Jos.  F.  Knapp,  by  per. 

^ ; 


^ y 0 l-t;g 1  -a 

1.  Oh,  DOW    I     see     the   crim-son  wave,  The  fountain  deep   and  wide;      Jo  -  sus,  myLord,  might- 

2.  I       see   the  new    ere  -   a  -  tion  rise,      I      hear  the  speak-ing  blood  ;     It  speaka  !  pol-lut  -   ed 

3.  I       rise   to  walk  in  heaven's  own  light,  A  -  bove  the  world  and     sin.      With  heart  made  pure,  and 

4.  A  -  maz-ing  grace  ! 'tis  heaven  be-low      To     feel   the  blood   ap  -  plied  ;    And    Je  -  sus,   on-   ly 
.« c c ,__« « 0 ^_« ,-« ' e !2 . e <? m . 


•^  -0r       -0-       -0-  •         1  1  • 


-     y       to  save.  Points  to  His  wounded  side.   The  cleansing  stream,  I ; 

na  -  ture  dies !  Sinks  I  'neath  the  cleansing  flood, 
garments  white,  And  Christ  enthron'd  within. 
Je  -  sus  know,  My  Je  -  sus  cru  -  ci  -  fied. 

N      N 


i !      I  plixnge,  and  oh,  it 


ij    (J    i      I  1  j  •    •    I     I 


cleanseth    me!     Oh,  i)rair-e  (he  lord,    it     cleanseth   mc  ! 

.rb_rBZ3«T-»: 


It    clear  se:h   me, 


yes,  cleanseth 


m 


LOOK!   LOOK  TO  JESUS. 


Words  by  E.  P.  H, 


l.Lookllook  to   Je 
2.Look!look  to  Je 


sus 
sus! 


In  yon-der  garden    see ! 
In  Pilate's  judgment  hall 


He's  bleeding  there  for  thee, Look!  look  to  Je  -  sus. 
For  thee  He  suffered  all,     Look!  look  to  Je  -  sus. 

g-  •  0  --g--^-g_-g^r-  •  ..  -gi- 


3  Look  !  look  to  Jesus  ! 

Upon  the  cruel  tree; 
He  groaned  and  died  for  thee. 
Look  !  look  to  Jesus. 

4  Look  !  look  to  Jesus  ! 

Behold  a  Fountain  free, 
Is  open  there  for  thee  ! 
Look  !  look  to  Jesus. 

5  Look !  look  to  Jesus  ! 
"Fathee,"  he  cries,  "Forgite." 
Then  turn  to  Him  and  live, 

Look  !  look  to  Jesus. 

6  Look !  look  to  Jesus  ! 

For  thee  He  in  tercedes. 
His  blood  for  thee  now  pleads  ! 
Look  !  look  to  Jesus. 

7  Look  !  look  to  Jesus  ! 

He's  calling  now  for  thee; 
"Poor  sinner,  look  to  3Ie." 
Look  !  look  to  Jesus. 

8  Look  !  look  to  Jesus ! 

If  thou  wouldst  live  above; 
Where  all  is  peace  and  love. 
Look  !  look  to  Jesus. 
*  This  is  the  exact  translation  of  Heb.  xii.  2. 


LOOKING  OFF  UNTO  JESUS.  * 
Tune. — "  Looking  only,"  dc,  page  84, 

1  0  eyes  that  are  weary,  and  hearts  that  are  sore, 
Look  off  unto  Jesus,  and  sorrow  no  more; 

The  light  of  His  countenance  shineth  so  bright, 
That  on  earth,  as  in  heaven,  there  need  be  no  night 

2  "  Looking  off  unto  Jesus,'"  my  eyes  cannot  see. 
The  troubles  and  dangers  that  throng  around  me: 
They  cannot  be  blinded  with  sorrowful  tears. 
They  cannot  be  shadowed  with  unbelief-fears. 

3  "Looking  off  unto  Jesus,"  I  go  not  astray; 

My  eyes  are  on  Him,  and  He  shows  me  the  way; 
The  path  may  seem  dark,  as  he  leads  me  along, 
But  following  Jesus,  I  cannot  go  wrong. 

4  "  Looking  off  unto  Jesns,"  my  heart  cannot  fear. 
Its  trembling  is  still  when  I  see  Jesus  near; 

I  know  that  His  power  my  safeguard  will  be, 
"  For  why  are  ye  troubled  ?"  he  saith  unto  me. 

5  "  Looking  off  unto  Jesus,"  oh !  may  I  be  found, 
When  the  waters  of  Jordan  encompass  me  round; 
Let  them  bear  me  away  in  His  presence  to  be: — 
'Tis  but  seeing  Him  nearer  whom  always  I  see. 

6  Then,  then  I  shall  know  the  full  beauty  and  grace 
Of  Jesus,  my  Lord,  when  I  stand  face  to  face; 

I  shall  know  how  His  love  went  before  me  each  day, 
And  wonder  that  ever  my  eyes  turned  away  ! 
Looking  off  {  from  all  other  objects  )  imto  Jesus." 


6 


E.  P.  H.    1873. 


JESUS  LIFTED  UP. 


#  Chokps. 


Old  Meujdy. 


1.  Dear  Je- sus  we  would  look  to  Thee,    Up- on    the  lift-ed  cross;    We  pray  that  Thou  would'st  help  us  see 
2. Thy  work  dearLord.and  Thine  alone,  We  make  our  on  -  ly    plea;         It     on  -   ly  can    lor  guilt    a-  tone, 


l^ii^i 


D.  S.    We  pray  tTiat  Thou  wouldKst  help  us  see, 
D.  S.  It       on-    ly    can  for    auiU    a -tone, 

D.  S. 


W^^ 


Our  right-eous-ness   as  dross. 
And   set    the    sin-ner    free, 


Our  right-eous-neRS 
And    set     the    sin- 


as      dross, 
ner      free. 


Our  right-eous-ness    as     dross: 
And     set     the     sin  -    ner   free; 


^ ^ ^ ^^-j- 

Our   right  -  eous-  ness     as  dross. 
AJMt      set      the     sin  -  ner  free. 

3  Thy  work,  alas!  we  ne'er  can  tell, 

Its  depths  of  agony; 
When  Thou  didst  rescue  us  from  hell. 

Upon  the  blood-stained  tree.— CAo.  Upon,  &c. 

4  In  triumph  then  Thou  didst  proclaim. 

Salvation's  work  complete; 
Before  our  God  we  plead  Thy  name, 

"'Tis  Finished,"  we  repeat.— CAt).  'Tis,  &c. 
O  PRECIOUS  BLOOD. 

1  0  precious  blood,  0  glorious  death, 

By  which  the  sinner  lives  ! 
When  stung  with  sin,  this  blood  we  view, 
And  all  our  joy  revives. — Gho.  And  all,  &c. 

2  The  blood  that  purchased  our  release, 

And  washes  out  our  stains. 
We  challenge  earth  and  hell  to  show 
A  sin  it  cannot  cleanse. — Cho.  A  sin,  &c. 


3  Our  scarlet  crimes  are  made  as  wool, 

And  we  brought  nigh  to  God; 
Thanks  to  that  wrath-appeasing  death, 

That  heaven-procuring  blood. -CAo.  That,  &c. 

4  The  blood  that  makes  His  glorious  church 

From  every  blemish  free; 
And  oh  !  the  riches  of  His  love. 

He  pour'd  it  out  for  me. — Gho.  He  pour'd,  &c. 

5  Guilty  and  worthless  as  I  am. 

It  all  for  me  was  given ; 
And  boldness  through  His  blood  I  have, 
To  enter  into  heaven.— CAo.  To  enter,  &c. 

6  Thither  in  my  great  Surety's  right 

I  siirely  shall  be  brought; 
He  could  not  agonize  in  vain 
Nor  spend  His  strength  for  nought.-CAo.Nor,  &c 

Tuplady,  1777. 


OVER    THERE. 


Words  by  Rev.  E.  WATSON. 

> :fcq 


J.  W.  A.  Oluett. 
Arranged  6y  H.  P.  MAIN. 


-^^^0 


1.  I      have  heard  of       a   olace    o  -  ver  there,      Where    Je  -  sus,  my  Sav-iour  doth  reign ;  There  will 

2.  I  have  friends  that  haye'gone    o-  ver  there,    And    I   hope  to      re-join  them    a  -  gain;    How  de 


r     -     s*  -        u  '    '     '    \ 

be  no  more  death, o  -  ver  there,  Neither   sighing,  nor  sorrow,  nor  pain.         0,     I  have  a  home  o  -  ver 
light-ed    to  meet    o-  ver  there,  And  with  loved  ones  lor-ev-  er     re-main. 


-] ts P — \ • '—^-^ — 9 — —-^ ^1^::^-^- 

there,    o  -  ver  there,  Where  Je  -  sus    my   Sav-iour  doth  reign,     'Tis    a    beau  -  ti  -  ful  place   o  -    ver 

■^       _       -       ^    .  1^    -f^     --f^  -  ^ 


3  There  are  angels  that  sing  over  there- 
How  pleasant  their  singing  must  be; 

There  are  crowns  for  the  faithful  to  wear. 
And  I  trust  there's  a  bright  one  for  me.  —Cho. 

4  There  are  mansions  for  all  over  there 
For  the  poor  and  the  homeless  below; 

There  is  room  for  the  world  over  there. 
And  my  Saviour  invites  all  to  go.  -  Clio. 

1,  wUh  Piano  ForU  Aceompaniment,  by  Chables  W.  Harris,  iVeur  York     Price  35rtf. 


.published 
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WHAT  SHALL  L  DO  WLTH  JESUS? 


Rev.  R.  LOWKY. 


Words  by  S.  D.  Phelps,  D.  D. 


W/iat  shall  I  do  then  with  Jeaus  which  is  called  Christ  /" 


'l.What  sball  I  do 

2.  What  shall  I  do 

3.  What  shall  I  do 

.^.     -^  -^ 


with  Je 
with  Je 
with   Je 


sus,TheChristwhomaybe  mine? 
sus,  The  precious  Lamb  of  God  y 
sua,  For  him  the  cross  I'll  take; 

^■-  ^  -r-    "    ^    ^  • 


Frcrm  '^  Chapel  Melodies  "  by  permission. 

it         ^  ^ 


Ac-  cept  him  as      my  Say  -  iour,  Or 

I     cast  my  soul  up  -  on    him — He 

All   earth-ly  loss-  es     suf  -   fer.  Ere 

fi-  ^      .,«,       -p- 


spurn  the  gift     di-vine?  His   on  -  ly  Son  God  gave  me — I  must,  I     do     de-cide;    And  Christ  I  take  to 

"     "       it     in     his  blood;  I'll  grate-iul-ly    con- fess  .  him  Be-fore  the  vile  and  just;  My  ransom'dpow'rs  shall 

I     the  Lord  for-  sake.  In  scenes  of  joy  and  sigh-ing   His  love  shall  be  the  same:  While  liv-iug  and  in 

.M.     .m.     -m-     -m-      ^  ^     '-f^    ^    -0-    -0-     -f^     ^*-     H*-'   -f^    -*-    i*-    -,^-    -f^'       m     '-f^   '-^ 


save     me,    Or  Christ  is  now  de- nied.  '-What  shall  I   do  with  Je -sus?"  I'll  give  my  heart  to    J( 
bless  him',  My  sure  and  on  -  ly  trust, 
dy  -  ing,  I'll   glo  -  ry     in  his  name. 


sus!  Ui) 


What  now  I  do  with  Jefius, 

When  tliis  brief  life  is  ]y.\.sl, 
Witli  me  will  be  remeiiibeied 

Before  his  l)ar 
He  will  not  then  disown  me 

With  those  who  hate  and  fcoA'; 
At  his  riiiht  hand  he'll  ci-own  iiit — 

He  will  not  cast  me  olf. — Cko. 


X>ILMORE. 


:i 


HE  LEADETH  ME. 


Wm.  B.  Beadburt. 


9 


1.  He  lead-eth    me  !  O,  bless-ecl  thought,  O,  words  with  heav'nly  comfort  fraught,  Whate'er  I    do,  where- 

2.  Sometimes  'mid  scenes  of  deei^est  gloom,  Sometimes  where  Eden's  bowers  bloom.  By  wa  -  ters  still,  o'er 

3.  Lord,  I  would  clasp  Thy  hand  in  mine,  Nor  ev  -  er    mur-mur    nor   re-pine — Content,  what-ev  -  er 

4.  And  when  my  task   on  earth  is  done,  When,  by  Thy  grace,  the  victory's  won.  E'en  death's  cold  wave  I 


-^H^-*—t*—t — • — *— Eii — ' — I — i — \^     t — • — • — E^ — E — t — E" 


1  ""^ 

Refrain.       ,        1 

____ 

Fi-i^— tq 

■fe^    *      a      9        »  * 

-J  A — ^  >*^  b     ^ 

=5= 

s=i-i= 

— B= 

:_=fcj=.==J=: 

-   e'er     I      be,      Still  'tis  God's  hand  that  lead  -  eth    me. 
trou-bled  sea—  Still  'tis   His     hand  that  lead  -  eth    me. 
lot     I      see.  Since  'tis    my     God    that  lead  -  eth    me. 
will   not  flee,  Since  God  thro'  Jor  -  dan   lead  -  eth    me. 

1        ^       ^        iL        .^                 ^                         ;==_ 

He    Isad-eth   me  ! 

He  1 

ead-eth    me  !  By 

JL      ^       Jl.       JL 

* _ -9 9 

^b     b-T      b      i    •    u     "    - 

-r~ 

"1 



L . — =p_=|izzzl 

WA 


I  would  be.  For  by  His  hand  He   lead-eth  me. 

^      JL       JL       M.     ^  r=-     /TN 


His  own  hand  He  lead-eth  me  ;  His  faithful  follower    I  would  be.  For  by  His  hand  He   lead-eth  me. 


10 


Joseph  Swain.  1792. 


BELOVED,     lis  &  8s. 


Freeman  Lewis.'   1813.    Arr.  t 


^^il 


^g^^^ 


1.  O      Thou,  in  whose   presence   my  soul  takes   de -light,        On  whom,  in    af^^  flic-  tion    I     call; 

2.  Where  dost  Thou  at    noon -tide  re-  sort  with  Thy  sheep,      To   feed     in    the  pas  -  ture   of   love? 


My  com 

For  why 


fort  by    day, 
in    the    val 


and  my  song    in    the 
ley    of  death  should  I 


night,       My     iiope,  my    sal 
weep.       Or  a  -  lone     in    the 


va  -  tion,  my    all. 
wil  -  der-ness  rove? 

I 


3  O,  why  should  I  wander,  an  alien  from  Thee, 

Or  cry  in  the  desert  for  bread  ? 
Thy  foes  will  rejoice  when  my  sorrows  they  see 
And  smile  at  the  tears  I  have  shed. 

4  His  voice,  as  the  sound  of  the  dulcimer  sweet. 

Is  heard  through  the  shadow  of  death; 
The  cedars  of  Lebanon  bow  at  His  feet. 
The  air  is  perfumed  with  His  breath. 


5  His  lips  as  a  fountain  of  righteousness  flow, 

To  water  the  gardens  of  grace; 
From  which  their  salvation  the  gentiles  shall  know. 
And  bask  in  the  smiles  of  His  face. 

6  He  looks,  and  ten  thousands  of  angels  rejoice. 

And  myriads  wait  for  His  word; 
He  speaks,  and  eternity,  filled  with  His  voice, 
Ee-echoes  the  praise  of  the  Lord. 


I  Jemima  Thompson-Luke,  1841, 


SWEET  STORY. 


Greek  Melody.     Arr.  1847. 


think,  when  I     read  that  sweet   sto  -  ry      of     old, 
wish  that  His  hands  had  been  placed  on      my  head, 

'  ,^ m — m — -Lj-- — ^— ,J^ — r  '  ^    f"- 


When  Je  -  sus   was    here    a-mong  men. 
His  arms  had  been  thrown  u-round  me, 


SWEET  STORY.— Concluded. 


How  He  called  lit  -  tie   chil-dren  as  lambs  to    His  fold, 
And  that  I  might  have  seen  His  kind  look  when  He  said, 


1  should  like    to  have  been  with  them  tnen. 
Let  the    lit  -  tie  ones  come  un  -  to     me.' 


3  Yet  still  to  His  foot-stool  in  prayer  I  may  go, 
And  ask  for  a  share  in  His  love; 
And  if  I  thus  earnestly  seek  Him  below, 
I  shall  see  Him  and  hear  Him  above. 


4  In  that  beautiful  place  He  has  gone  to  prepare, 
For  all  who  are  washed  and  forgiven; 
And  many  dear  children  are  gathering  there, 
' '  For  of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven- " 


WE'LL   WAIT  TILL  JESUS  COMES. 


Dr.  Wm.  Miller. 


pi^i^iiip 


1.  O    land  of  restjorthee  I  stgh.WhenwiU  the  moment  come,  When  I  shalUay  my  armor  by,  And  dwell  in  peace  at  home. 

-r-  -r-  -r  -^-  .-r  -f-^^-m  ,-r  •  -r  -r  -r  A-J-r^S^r  -r  -r-  -r-  .-r  -r  -^ 


We'll  wait  till  Je  -  sus  comes,       We'll  wait  till  Je-sus  comes. 


2  To  Jesus  Christ  I'll  flee  for  rest; 
He  bids  me  cease  to  roam. 
And  lean  for  succor  on  His  breast, 
Till  He  conducts  me  home. — Cho. 


I — ' — ' — ■ — "r 

We'll  wait  till  Je-sus  comes, 

3  I'll  seek  at  once  my  Sa-^dour's  side. 
No  more  my  steps  shall  roam; 
With  Him  111  brave  life's  stormy  tide, 
And  reach  my  heavenly  home.  -C//o. 


-*./V      From  "Loving  Words." 
By  Miss  M.  E.  Winslow. 


0  BLESSED  FEET  OF  JESUS. 

Written  for  tJiis  Work. 


Chester  G.  Allen.    By  per. 


1.  O  bless -ed   feet    of     Je  -  sus,Wea- ry  with  seek-ing    me!    Stand  at  God's  bar    of  judg- ment  And 

2.  O  knees  which  bent  iu     an.- guish,  In  dark  Geth-sem  -  a  -  ne  !    Kneel  at    the  throne  of    glo  -     ry,    And 


in   -  ter-cede   for    me. 
in   -  ter-cede   for    me. 


In   -  ter-cede  for      me,  my    Sav-iour,    In  -  ter-cede    for     me;     Stand 
In   -  ter-cede  for      me,  my    Sav-iour,    In  -  ter-cede    for     me;     Kneel 


at  God's  bar    of   judgment.  And    in 
at  the  throne  of    glo  -  ry,  And   in 


ter-cede    for 
ter-cede    for 


1 Ci- 

3  O  hands  that  were  extended 

Upon  the  awful  tree  ! 
Hold  up  those  precious  nail-prints 
Which  intercede  for  me.— C%o. 

4  O  side  from  whence  the  spear-point 

Brought  blood  and  water  free  ! 
For  healing  and  for  eloau«ing  ! 
Still  intercede  for  me.  —Cho. 


5  O  head  so  deeply  pierced 
With  thorns  which  sharpest  be 

Bend  low  before  Thy  Father, 
And  intercede  for  me.  —  Cho. 

6  O  sacred  heart !   such  sorrows 

iThe  world  may  never  see, 
As  that  which  gave  Thee  warrant 
To  intercede  for  me.—  Cho. 

7  O  body  scarred  and  wounded. 

My  sacrifice  to  be ! 
Present  Thy  perfect  offering. 
And  intercede  for  me. — Cho. 

8  O  loving,  risen  Saviour, 

From  death  and  sorrow  free  : 

Though  throned  in  endless  glory. 

Still  intercede  for  mo. — Cho. 


PRAISE  THE  LORD,  HE'S  PARDONED  ME 
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Written  foV  this  Work, 


HUBEKT  P.  Main.     1873.     By  per. 


.Praise  the  Lord,  he's  pardoned  me,  From  my  load    of     sin  I'm    free,     Now    my   Saviour     I     can    see; 

2.  Wondrous  is      the     Father's  love,  Wondrous  is    the  Saviour's  love.    Wondrous  is    the    Spirit's  love: 

3.  Oh,  what  love  was  that  which  led     God,  the   victim's  blood  to  shed,  That  we  might  be  free  from  dread  • 


^^S^^S^^^isi^pi 


Praise  the  Lord.     Glo-ry,hal-le  -  lu-jah!  Praise  him,halle-lu-jah!  Glo-ry,hal-le  -  lu-jah!      To      the  Lamb. 
Praise  the  Lord. 
Praise  the  Lord. 


4  Jesus'  love  no  tongue  can  tell ! 
He  has  rescued  us  from  hell : 
All  our  fears  he  now  doth  quell; 
Praise  the  Lamb. — Cho. 


1  Worthy,  worthy  is  the  Lamb, 
Worthy^  worthy  is  the  Lamb, 
Worthy,  worthy  is  the  Lamb 

That  was  slain.  — Cho. 

2  Sons  of  Morning,  sing  his  praise, 
Li  the  noblest  strains  you  raise, 
Man's  redemption  cl  lims  your  lay 

Praise  the  Lamb.— CAo. 


5  With  what  love  the  Spirit  wins 
Stubborn  souls  from  death  and  sin. 
Helps  us  to  believe  in  Him, 
For  us  slain. — Cho. 

WOKTEY  IS   THE  LAMB. 

[  3  Christ  has  come  in  very  deed, 
!      Born  to  bruise  the  serpent's  head ; 
Sinner,  he's  the  friend  you  need ; 
Praise  the  Lamb. — Cho. 
4  See,  in  sad  Gethsemane, 
See,  on  tragic  Calvary, 
Sinner,  see  his  love  to  thee; 
Praise  the  Lamb.— CAo. 


Help  me  now  to  Jesus  cling, 
Till  thro'  heaven's  high  arches  riiig 
Loud  hosannas  to  our  King;    . 
Praise  the  Lord. — Cho. 


Strike  the  stoutest  sinner  through, 
Force  the  cry,  "what  s-liall  I  do?" 
Let  him  weep  till  born  anew; 

Blessed  Lamb.  —  Cho. 
Penitents,  dry  up  your  tears, 
God  hath  heard  believing  prayers, 
He  forgives  you  when  he  hears 

His  dear  Lamb.— CAo. 
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JESUS  ON  THE  CROSS. 


is. 


B.  P.  H.     Jerusalem. 


'  Christ  also  hath  loved  im,  and  haih  ffiven  himttlf  fvt  tm." — Eph,  v  2. 


Daniel  Read.    1804. 

J- 


1 .  Here    it   was    the  Lord    of    Glo  -  ry         At      Gol-goth  -  a    died    for    me, 

2.  Here  His  hands  and  feet    all  bleed-ing,      Fast  were  nailed  un  -  to      the  cross; 


Here    I    read    the 
Here  His  wounds  for 


DOXOLOGY. 
May  the  grace  of  Christ  our  Sayiour, 

And  the  Father's  boundless  love, 
With  the  Holy  Spirit's  favor, 

Eest  upon  us  from  above ! 


Dr.  Thomas  Hastings,  1831. 


AMOl.     6s  &  4s. 


Here  by  God  He  was  forsaken, 
When  He  took  the  sinner's  place; 

For  His  sake  I  now  am  taken 
Into  favor  under  grace. 

4  Here  the  sword  of  justice  slew  Him, 
That  I  might  be  justified; 
Praise  the  Lord  I  ever  knew  Him, 
That  for  me  He  bled  and  died. 

3  Blessed  Jesus,  I  will  love  Thee, 
Love  Thee  till  my  latest  breath; 
And  in  heaven  I  will  adore  Thee, 
.   When  these  eyes  are  closed  in  death. 


Dr.  L.  Mason. 


1.  To  -  day  the  Saviour  calls: 

2.  To  -  day  the  Saviour  calls : 

3.  To-  day  the  Saviour  calls: 

4.  The    Spir-it  calls   to-day: 


Ye  wand'rers,  come ;      O,     ye     be-night-ed  souls, 

0,      lis  -  ten  now:  With  -  in  these    sacred  walls 

For      re-fuge    fly;    The  storm  of    jus-tice   falls. 

Yield    to  His  power;     Oh,  grieve  Him  not  a  -way; 


Why   lon-ger  roam? 
To      Je-  sus  bow. 
And  death  is   nigh. 
'Tis    mer-cy's  hour. 


SONG    EVANGEL 


IS 


{Hymns  for  tune  ' 
BARTIMEUS. 

1  * '  Mercy,  0  thou  Son  of  David  !" 

Thus  the  blind  Bartimeus  prayed;    . 
'  Others  by  Thy  word  were  sav6d, 
Now  to  me  afford  Thine  aid." 

2  Many  for  his  crying  chid  him, 

But  he  called  the  louder  still; 
Till  the  gracious  Saviour  bid  him, 
'  Come,  and  ask  me  what  you  will." 

3  Money  was  not  what  he  wanted. 

Though  by  begging  used  to  live ; 
But  he  ask'd,  and  Jesus  granted 

Alms  which  none  but  He  could  give. 

4  ^ '  Lord,  remove  this  grievous  blindness. 

Let  my  eyes  behold  the  day !" 
Straight  he  saw,  and  won  by  kindness, 
Follow'd  Jesus  in  the  way. 

5  Now,  methinks,  I  hear  him  praising. 

Publishing  to  all  around, 
' '  Friends,  is  not  my  case  amazing  ? 
What  a  Saviour  I  have  found !" 

6  "Oh !  that  all  the  blind  but  knew  Him, 

And  would  be  advised  by  me  ! 
Surely  they  would  hasten  to  Him, 
He  would  cause  them  all  to  see. " 

J.  Newton, 
THE  FOOT  OF  THE  CROSS. 

1  Sweet  the  moments,  rich  in  blessing, 

Which  before  the  eross  I  spend; 
Life,  and  health,  and  peace  possessing, 
From  the  sinner's  dying  Friend. 

2  Truly  blessed  is  this  station — 

Low  before  the  cross  to  lie, 
While  I  see  divine  compassion 
Beaming  in  His  gracious  eye. 


■  tTesus  on  the  Cross,"  page  14.) 

3  Love  and  grief  my  heart  dividing, 
With  my  tears  His  feet  I'll  bathe; 

Constant  still,  in  faith  abiding. 
Life  deriving  from  His  death. 

4  May  I  still  enjoy  this  feeling — 
Still  to  my  Redeemer  go; 

Prove  His  wounds  each  day  more  healing, 
And  Himself  more  truly  know.     j.  Allen,  1757. 
*  OPENING   OF  SCHOOL. 

1  We  have  met  in  peace  together. 
In  this  house  of  God  again ; 

Constant  friends  have  led  us  hither. 
Here  to  chant  the  solemn  strain. 

2  Here  to  breathe  our  adoration. 
Here  the  Saviour's  praise  to  sing; 

May  the  Spirit  of  salvation 

Come  \vith  healing  in  His  wing. 

3  We  have  met,  and  Time  is  flying; 
We  shall  part,  and  still  his  wing, 

Sweeping  o'er  the  dead  and  dying. 
Will  the  changeful  seasons  bring. 
MUCH  FORGIVEN. 

1  Hail !  my  ever  blessed  Jesus, 
Only  Thee  I  wish  to  sing; 

To  my  soul  Thy  name  is  precious. 
Thou  my  Prophet.  Priest,  and  Kii^g. 

2  Oh,  what  mercy  flows  from  heaven  ! 
Oh,  what  joy  and  happiness  ! 

Love  I  much  V     I'm  much  forgiven ; 
I'm  a  miracle  of  grace. 

3  Once  with  Adam's  race  in  ruin, 
Unconcerned  in  sin  I  lay; 

Swift  destruction  still  pursuing. 
Till  my  Saviour  passed  that  way. 

Joh7i  Wingrove,  1806. 
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NONE  BUT  JESUS. 


Words  and  Music  by  Rev.  R.  LOWRY. 
From  "  Chapel  Melodies,"  by  per. 


1.  Weep-ing  will  not    save    me —  Tho'  my  face  were  bath'd  in  tears,  That  could  not  al   -  lay  my 

2.  Work-ing  will  not    save    me —  Pur-  est  deeds  that     I    can    do,       Holi-est  tho't  and   feel-  ings 


fears, 
too, 


Waiting  will  not  save  me — 
Helpless,  guilty,  lost,  I  lie ; 
In  my  ear  is  mercy's  cry; 
If  I  wait  I  can  but  die  — 

Waiting  will  not  save  me. 
Oho. — Jesus  wept,  &c. 


Faith  in  ChrisJ;  will  save  me— 
Let  me  trust  Thy  weeping  Son; 
Trust  the  work  that  He  has  done; 
To  His  arms;  Lord,  help  me  run — 

Faith  in  Christ  will  save  me. 
Cho.  —Jesus  wept,  &c. 


Li 


By  permission  John  Cliurch  d-  Co 


ALMOST  PERSUADED. 


Words  and  Music  by  P.  P. 
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1.  "Al  -  most  persuad-ed  "  now  to     be  -  lieve  ;  "Al  -  most  persuad-ed  "  Christ  to  re  -  ceive.  Seems  now  some 

2.  "Al- most  perswad-ed,"  come,  come  to-day  ;  "Al- most  persuad-ed,"  turn  not    a  -  way.        Je  -  stis     in  - 

3.  "Al  -  most  persuad-ed, "  har-vest  is    past ;  "Al  -  most  persuad-ed, "  doom  co  mes  at  last !  '  'Al-most "  can  - 


I         I         N 


A-     -fr    -^  -*-• 


I      I 


soul  to  say,  "Go,  spir-it,  go  thy  way,  Some  more  con-ven  -  lent  day, 
vites  you  here.  An  -  gels  are  ling'ring  near,  Pray'rs  rise  from  hearts  so  dear 
not     a  -  vail;  "Al-most"  is     but    to   fail!     Sad,   sad  that   bit  -  ter  wail — "Al 

I     N    I     ■      #.  .«.  ^  A  -^  •  r 


On      thee  111 
O, 


call." 
wand'rer  come ! 
most,  but     lost !  " 

/_f-_f-_ 


Saviour,  pity  me, 

I  cry  to  Thee, 


1  Jesu 
Hear  me  when 
I've  a  very  wicked  heart, 
FuU  of  sin  in  every  part. 

Cho. — Dear  Jesus,  hear  me, 
Dear  Jesus,  hear  me, 
Dear  Jesus,  hear  me, 
Oh,  listen  to  my  prayer. 

2  I  can  never  make  it  good. 

Wilt  Thou  wash  me  in  Thy  blood? 


i 

JESUS,  SAVIOl'R,  PITY  ME. 
Time — "  Jesus  loves  me,"  page  SS. 

Jesus,  Saviour,  pity  me, 

Hear  me  when  I  pray  to  Thee. — Cho. 

3  ^Vhen  I  try  to  do  Thy  will. 
Sin  is  in  my  bosom  still. 
And  I  soon  do  something  bad  ; 
Then  my  heart  is  dark  and  sad. — Cho. 

i.  Now  I  come  to  Thee  for  aid. 
All  my  hope  on  Thee  is  stayed  ; 
Thou  hast  bled  and  died  for  me, 
I  will  give  myself  to  Thee. — Cho. 
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Samuel  Medley,  1V87 


LOVING  KINDNESS.     L  M. 


1.     A-wake,my   soul,  in     joy -ful  lays,      And  sing  the   great  Ke-deemer's  praise;   He  just -ly  claims 

..JT?    A      ^      H«.         J.        -^  :    -g-    -^^ 


song  from   me; 

A 


His    lov  -  ing  -  kind-ness,  0     how  free  !    His   lov  -  ing-kinc 


Lov-ing-  kindness. 


2  He  saw  me  ruin'd  in  the  fall, 
Yet  loved  me  notwithstanding  all. 
He  saved  me  from  my  lost  estate. 

His  loving -kindness,  0,  how  great. --CAo. 

3  Though  numerous  hosts  of  mighty  foes. 
Though  earth  and  hell  my  way  oppose, 
He  safely  leads  my  soul  along, 

His  loving-kindness,  0  how  strong!— CAo. 


4  When  trouble,  like'  a  gloomy  cloud. 
Has  gather'd  thick,  and  thunder'd  loud, 
He  near  my  soul  has  always  stood, 

His  loving-kindness,  0,  how  good! — Cho. 

5  Often  I  feel  my  sinful  heart. 
Prone  from  my  Jesus  to  depart; 
But  though  I  have  Him  oft  forgot, 

-    His  loving-kindness  changes  not.  — Cho. 

6  Soon  shall  I  pass  the  gloomy  vale. 
Soon  all  my  mortal  powers  must  fail ; 
O  I  may  my  last  expiring  breath 

His  loving-kindness  sing  in  death.  -  Cho. 

7  Then  let  me  mount  and  soar  away, 
To  that  bright  world  of  endless  day, 
And  sing,  with  rapture  and  surprise, 
His  loving-kindness  in  the  skies.— C/^o. 


A" 


TEOU  HIDDEN  LOVE  OF  GOD. 


Tr.  by  John  Wesley.    1Y39, 


Thou  hid-den  love  of  God,  whose  height,  Whose  depth  unfathom'd  no  man  knows, 
I  ■'•  ^      I     see  from  far  Thy  beauteous  light,  And    in  -  ly    sigh   for  Thy   re- pose: 
I  D.c.  My  heart  is  pain'd,nor   can    it     be       At    rest,  till     it    finds  rest   in  Thee. 


My  heart  is  pain'd,nor 


can  it    be     At  rest,  till   it  finds  rest  in  Thee, 


2  Is  there  a  thing  beneath  the  sun 

That  strives  with  Thee  my  heart  to  share  ? 
Oh!  tear  it  thence,  and  reign  alone, 
The  Lord  of  every  motion  there. 
||:  Then  shall  my  heart  from  earth  be  free; 
When  it  has  found  repose  in  Thee.  :|| 


Oh!  hide  tiiis  self  from  me,  that  I 
No  more,  but  Christ  iu  me  may  live; 

My  vile  affections  mortify, 
Nor  let  one  darling  sin  survive. 
II :  In  all  things  nothing  may  I  see. 

Nothing  desire  or  seek  but  Thee.   :|| 

4  Each  moment  calls  from  earth  away 

My  heart,  which  lowly  waits  Thy  call; 
Speak  to  my  inmost  soul,  and  say, 
"I  am  thy  life,  thy  God,  thy  all." 
II :  To  know  Thy  power,  to  hear  Thy  voice. 
To  feel  Thy  love,  be  all  my  choice.   :j| 


POWER  OF  PRAYER. 


1  Jesus,  where'er  Thy  people  meet, 
There  they  behold  Thy  mercy-seat, 
Where'er  they  seek  Thee,  Thou  art  found. 
And  every  place  is  hallowed  ground. 
For  Thou,  within  no  walls  confined, 
Inhabitest  the  humble  mind ; 
Such  ever  bring  Thee  where  they  come, 
And,  going,  take  Thee  to  their  home. 


2  Here  may  we  pAve  the  power  of  prayer. 
To  strengthen  faith,  and  banish  care, — 
To  teach  our  faint  desires  to  rise. 
And  bring  all  heaven  before  our  eyes. 
Lord,  we  are  weak,  but  Thou  art  near. 
Nor  short  thine  arm,  nor  deaf  thine  ear; 
O,  rend  the  heavens !  come  quickly  down, 
And  make  the  sinner's  heart  thine  own. 

^7m.  Coivper.    1769, 


'40 


DENNIS.     S.  M. 


T.  DwiGHT.    1800. 
Dolce. 


Frcm,  Nageli. 


iiieiiiPi^E^pi 


1  I  love  Thy  kingdom,  Lord, 
The  house  of  Thine  abode, 

The  church  our  blest  Kedeemer  saved 
With  His  own  precious  blood. 

2  I  love  Thy  church,  O  God; 
Her  walls  before  Thee  stand. 

Dear  as  the  apple  of  Thine  eye, 
And  graven  on  Thy  hand. 

3  If  e'er  my  heart  forget 
Her  welfare  or  hf-r  woe. 

Let  every  joy  this  heart  forsake. 
And  every  grief  o'ei-flow. 

4  Beyond  my  highest  joy, 

I  prize  her  heavenly  ways; 
Her  sweet  communion,  solemn  vows, 
Her  hymns  of  love  and  praise. 

NOW  IS  THE  ACCEPTED  TIME. 

1  Now  is  the  accepted  time. 
Now  is  the  day  of  grace ; 

Now,  sinners,  come  without  delay. 
And  seek  the  Saviour's  face. 

2  Now  is  the  accepted  time, 
The  Saviour  calls  to-day; 


To-morrow  it  may  be  too  late, — 
Then  why  should  you  delay. 

3  Now  is  the  accepted  time, 
The  Gospel  bids  you  come; 

And  every  promise  in  His  word 
Declares  there  yet  is  room. 

4  Lord,  draw  reluctant  souls. 
And  feast  them  with  Thy  love ; 

Then  will  the  angels  swiftly  fly. 
And  bear  the  news  above. 

John  Dobell,  1806. 

PEACE  THROUGH  THE  BLOOD. 

1  I  hear  the  words  of  love, 
I  gaze  upon  the  blood; 

1  see  the  mighty  sacrifice, 
And  I  have  peace  with  God. 

2  'Tis  everlasting  peace  ! 
Sure  as  Jehovah's  name, 

'Tis  stable  as  His  steadfast  throne, 
For  evermore  the  same. 

3  That  which  can  shake  the  Cross, 
May  shake  the  peace  it  ga\e; 

Which  tells  me  Christ  has  never  died, 
Or  never  left  the  grave  ! 


4  TiU  then  my  peace  is  sure, 

It  will  not,  cannot  yield; 
Jesus,  I  know,  has  died  and  lives — 

On  this  firm  rock  I  build. 

PRAISE  IS  COMELY. 

1  Sweet  is  the  work,  O  Lord, 

Thy  glorious  acts  to  sing:      [word 
To  praise  Thy  name,  and  hear  Thy 
And  grateful  off 'rings  bring. 

2  Sweet  at  the  dawning  light, 
Thy  boundless  love  to  tell ; 

And,   when  approach  the  shades  of 
Still  on  the  theme  to  dwell,  [night, 

3  Sweet  on  this  day  of  rest. 
To  join,  in  heart  and  voice. 

With  those  who  love  and  serve  Thee 
And  in  Thy  name  rejoice.      [best, 

4  To  songs  of  praise  and  joy, 
Be  every  sabbath  given. 

That  such  may  be  our  best  employ 
Eternally  iu  heaven. 

Harriet  Aubc.r,  1820. 


TITLE  CLEAR 


By  permission  Philip  Phillips. 


When 


can   read  my 
fare-  well    to 


j  ^-  ]      I'll      bid 

I  p    \  Should  earth      a  -  gainst  my 

i      ]     Yet        I        can  smile    at 


ti  -  tie    clear,  ti  -  tie   clear, 

ev  -  'ry    fear,  ev  -  'ry    fear, 

soul  en  -  gage,  soul    en  -  gage, 

Sa  -  tan's  rage,  Sa  -  tan's  rage. 


When      I  can  read  my      ti  -    tie 

I'll       bid  fare-  -well  to  ev  -  'ry 

Should  earth  a-gainst  my  soul     en  - 

Yet        I  can  smile  at  Sa  -  tan's 


clear,    ti  -  tie  clear.   When    I       can   read  my      ti  -  tie  clear, 

fear,    ev  -  'ry   fear,     I'll     bid    fare-  well    to      ev  -  'ry  fear, 

gage,  soul   en-  gage,  Should  earth   a-  gainst  my  soul    en  -  gage, 

rage,    Sa-tan's  rage,    Yet        I      can  smile  at      Sa  -  tan's  rage, 


To     mansions     in      the     skies.    [ 
And  wipe   my   weep-ing     eyes.      \ 
And     fie  -  ry    darts    be    hurled; 
And    face      a     frown-ing    world. 


an-chor   by  and  by,    We  will  stand, stand  the  storm;  it  will   not     be    ve  -  ry  long, We'll    an-chor   by      and    by. 


^^  Annie  Wittenmeyer. 
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THE     VALLEY    OF    BLESSING.     MusicbyV,^U.G.¥lSCJlE^.byper. 

E3 


« ^ — «- 
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I    have  en  -  tered  tlie   val  -  ley    of   blessing      so  sweet,     And  Je  -  sus     a- bides  with  me  there; 


:« «_ 


:ti=t 


-15'- 


mm 


->-i 


*-^— ^* 


And  His  Spir  -  it   and  blood  malie  my  cleansing  com-plete,    And  His  per  -  toot  loye  caet-eth    out  fear. 

— « n ^-,— #-L-, — r r  r 


Chorus. 


Oh,  come    to    this    val  -  ley      of     bless-ing,      so  sweet,  Where  Je  -  sus  will    ful  -  n^ss  be- stow, - 


I'-l: 


Oh,    be-lieve,     and     re-ceive,  and    con  -  fess  Him,  That    all 


His     sal  -  va   -   tion  may  know. 


THE  VALLEY  OF  BLESSING.— ConcluaECo. 
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2  There  is  peace  in  the  valley  of  blessing  so  sweet, 

And  plenty  the  land  doth  impart; 
There  is  rest  for  the  weary-worn  traveler's  feet, 
And  joy  for  the  sorrowing  heart.— CAo. 

3  There  is  love  in  the  valley  of  blessing  so  sweet. 

Such  as  none  but  the  blood-washed  may  fee] ; 


When  heaven  comes  down  redeemed  spirits  to  greet, 
And  Christ  sets  His  covenant  seal. — Cho. 
4  There's  a  song  in  the  valley  of  blessing,  so  sweet 
That  angels  would  fain  join  the  strain, 
As,  vrith  rapturous  praises,  we  bow  at  His  feet, 
Orytng,  "Worthy  the  Lamb  that  was  slain." — Cho. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby, 


GO,  LEAVE  THY  HEART  WITH  JESUS. 

J 


HuBEKT  P.  Main. 
from  "Bright  Jewels."  hyper. 


W'--^^^-^ — 0 — _^ — ^- 

1.  Go 


^4 


— — \—J=l-^ — q 
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^— ^-J-25-.— ^- 


^^ 
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1.  Go,  leiivethyheartwithJe-sus,  And  tell  Him  all  thy  care;  Go  seeka  throne  ofmer- cy,  And  find  thy  refuge 


3Eg=H^ 


I    I 


:^r=zqz::=^- 


r^-^- 


-^—^ 


=tJ=i=3 


t:± 


s 


^-^ 


there ;  Tho'  dim  with  tears  of    sor  -  row  Thy  wea  -  ry  eyes  may  be.  Look  up,  and  trust  in    Je  -  sus.  Who 


2=s: 


i=S=J- 


=J 


bore  thee  cross    for  thee. 


2  Go,  leave  thy  sins  with  Jesus, 
"The  life,  the  truth,  the  way; 

Whose  precious  blood  has  cancell'd 
The  debt  thou  could'st  not  pay. 

Thy  faith  must  bring  the  blessing 


(=Y^ — 1*~       ^  r *~"'"  ^^^n         ^^  peace,  and  pardon  free. 

i^-ff— !- — -k » » — h—i — H I      Look  up  and  trust  in  Jesus, 


Who  bore  the  cross  for  thee. 


3  Go,  leave  thy  fears  with  Jesus, 

"Thy  hopes,  thy  love,  thy  all; 
And  then  in  calm  submission 

Await  thy  Father's  call; 
When  angels  hover  round  thee. 

And  earthlj'  scenes  decay, 
O  lean  thy  head  on  Jesus, 

And  breathe  thy  life  away. 
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SAFE   WITHIN  THE   VAIL 


Rev.  E.  Adams. 


.  fro7n  J.  M.  Evans. 
Bright  Jewels,"  by  per. 


1.  ''Land  a  -  head!"  Its  fruits  are  vs'aving  O'er  the  hills     of  fadeless  green  ;  And  the    liv  -  iug    waters 

2.  On-ward,  bark!  the  cape  I'm  rounding;  See  the  blessed  wave  their  hands  ;Hear  the  harps  of  God    re - 


±r 


>:5:fe=^: 


?^S= 


9^^ 


CHOKDS. 


:5=t 


=5^S 
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lav  -  ing  Shores  where  heav'nly  forms  are     seen.       Eocks  and  storms  I'll  fear  no     more, 
sounding  From    the    bric^ht  immor  -  tal    bands. 


When  on 


-t--=x- 


n 


£^: 


^f^^f^ 


|=1--1— tv-t-zjVTiig: 


J^_J_ 


:S:y:?:r2E*^ 
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■v-s-^- 


that 


""" 1'^ 

ter  -  nal   shore;  Drop  the   an-chor  !  Furl  the    sail!        I 


=F=F 


:t=t: 
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safe 


ithin    the     vail ! 


3  There,  let  go  the  anchor,  riding 
On  this  calm  and  silv'ry  bay; 
Sea-  ward  fast  the  tide  is  gliding, 
Shores  in  sunlight  stretch  away. — Cho. 


4  Now  we're  safe  from  all  temptation, 
All  the  storms  of  life  are  past; 
Praise  the  Rock  of  oiir  salvation. 
We  are  safe  at  home  at  last! — Cho, 


NO  ONE  KNOWS  BUT  JESUS. 


1.  No  one  knows  but  Je  -  sus  How   sin-ful      I  have  been  ;  No  one  knows  but  Je  -  sns   All   my  heart   within  • 
^-  S?  ??"^'.^°^f..^*?'^-^"^H.°^   °f*  l^i^name  I  plead  ;  No  one  knows  but  Je  -  sus   Ev-erJtWng   iS,' 

•y      to  forgive— Pledge  and  promise  broken   Nearer     him   to  live  ;' 


*3.  No  one  else  like  Je- 


sus   So   read- 


D.S.  No  one  knows  but  Je  -  sus   My   conflicts  dav     by  day;     No 

No  one  knows  but  Je  -  sus  How  humble      1   would  be  ;'     No 

sus   The   se  -  cret  tears  that  fall ':     No 


No  one  knows  biit  Je 


one  like  Je  -  sus  guid-  eth  my  way. 
one  like  Je  -  sus  car  -  eth  for  me. 
one   like  Je  -  sus  hears  when  I    call. 

^ 


No     one  like  Je  -  sus  Temi>ta  -  tion  elm   feel , 

No     one  like   Je  -  sus  Will  com-fort  and  cheer, 

No     one  but    Je  -  sus   My    ref  -  uge  shall  be  ;     No 

f-  f-      *        ■#-     -f*-     •*•       -•- 


No      one  like  Je  -  sus   my   sor  -  row  can  heal. 

Pit  -  y      my  weakness,  and  ban  -  ish   my  fear, 

one  will  love    me     so   dear  -  ly      as  he. 

j..^,  JL -*■-    ^    *    " 


CHRISTIANS,  WILL  YOU  MEET  US? 

A 1^,     I  _    k   N        k      N       ^r- ^T- .       f^    Jti  J       -\- 


Say,  Christians,  will  you  meet  us, 
On  Canaan's  happy  shore  ? 

2  ||:  By  the  grace  of  God  we'll  meet  you, 

On  Canaan's  happy  shore. 

3  |i:  Say,  sinners,  will  you  meet  us,   :|| 

On  Canaan's  happy  shore  ? 

4  ||:  Trusting  Jesus,  we  will  meet  you,  :| 

On  Canaan's  happy  shore. 


Dear  children,  will  you  meet  us, 
On  Canaan's  happy  shore  ? 

6  II :  With  our  Saviour's  help  we'll  meet  you. 

On  Canaan's  happy  shore. 

7  II :  Dear  young  Converts  will  you  meet  us. 

Where  parting  is  no  more  ? 

8  ||:  There  well  praise  our  blessed  Saviour, 

On  that  bright  blissful  shore. 


C.  M. 


''^^f^^^^^^^^^^mmmm 


1  Come,  let  us  join  our  clieerful  songs 
With  angels  round  the  throne ; 
Ten  thousand, thousand  are  their  tongues, 
But  all  theii'  joys  are  one. 


2  Worthy  the  Lamb  that  died,  they  cry. 
To  be  exalted  thus: 
Worthy  the  Lamb,  our  lips  reply, 
For  He  was  slain  for  us. 


3  Jesus  is  worthy  to  receive 
Honor  and  power  divine  ; 
And  blessings  more  that  we  can  give 
Be,  Lord,  forever  Thine. 


M.  A.  KiDDEK. 


KEEP  ON  PRAYING. 


Theo.  E.'  PSekins. 
'Sabbath  Carols,"  by  per. 
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1.  Long  myspir-it     pined  in     sorrow,    Watching,  wait  -  ing    all     in    vain;   Waiting    for     a     gold  -  en    morrow 


£=il^ 


g 


Free  from  worldly  care  and  pain ;  When  I  heard  a  sweet  voice  saying,   In     the  accents    of      a  friend,  Cheer  up,  brother, 


zZ—^ 


m 
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J^^ESE 
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^J^^^^gEglg 


'keep   on    praying,"  Keep    on   pray- ing    to    the   end.    When  our  wayward  thoughts  are  straying,  When  God's  mer-cy 


^=F^=^^^^^^^==FF=£^F=L=F^— ^— F— H-i F=^— £i-FF=F — f=F-F»- 


-iiSi 


ai^E 


S^= 


seems  de  -  lay  -  ing.  Then 


we'll  keep  on    pray-  ing,   Keep  on    pray-ing 

_tV--t-_Jtr__-ti 


i^£glEi0^3=iS^^ 


Keep  on    pray-  ing    to   the  end. 


■E=FF — 'F — i       ^Vr-~- — I 1 F^^Ht-j — -^ — y — h^^-- :tF^— 


2  Ye,  who  sigh  for  holy  pleasures, 

Ye,  who  luonrn  your  load  of  sin, 
"Keep  on  prayuig,"  heavenly  treasures 

In  the  end  you're  sure  to  win; 
Wrestle  with  the  Lord  of  glory, 

Lay  your  troubles  at  his  feet, 
Plead  with  faith  in  Calvary's  story, 

Till  your  joys  are  all  complete. — 0*9. 


3  How  the  angel  band  rejoices 

When  a  kneeling  mortal  prays ; 
Hear  them  cry,  in  heavenly  voices, 

"Keep  on  praying"  all  your  days  ; 
Pray  until  you  reach  fair  Canaan, 

lieach  the  pearly  gates  of  day, 
Then  your  bliss  shall  end  iu  ^lury. 

And  shall  never  puss  away. — Cho. 


ALAS!  AND  DID  MY  SAVIOUR  BLEED  ?    C.  M. 


2  Was  it  for  crimes  that  I  hud  done 

He  groaned  upon  the  tree  ? 
Amazing  pity  !   grace  unknown  ! 
And  love  beyond  degree ! — Gho. 

3  "Well  might  the  sun  in  darkness  hide, 

And  shut  his  glories  in, 
When  Christ  the  mighty  Maker  died 
For  man  the  creatui-e's  sin. — Cho. 


4  Thus  might  I  hide  my  blushing  face 

While  His  dear  cross  appears. 
Dissolve  my  heart  in  thanklulness, 
And  melc  mine  eyes  to  tears. — Cho. 

5  But  drops  of  grief  can  ne'er  repay 

The  debt  of  love  I  owe; 
Here,  Lord,  I  give  myself  away; 
'Tis  all  that  I  can  do. — Gio. 


Mrs.  AmoE  S.  Hawks.  • 


With  expression 


WHY   WEEPEST  THOU? 


Ec*v.  K.  LOWEY.         /^*J 
Bright  Jewi'ts,"  by  per. 


9 — ^|-4-  I — t-—-*—^ 


l."Why  weepest  thou?  Whom  seekest  thou ?"  O.wouldst  thou  see  our  Je-sus? 

2.  Why  weepest  thou,   And   seek-est  thou,   With  doubting  and  re-piu  -  iug? 

3.  Be-lieve  him  now;  Receive  Him  now;  Look  up, with  faith  and  meekness, 

4.  Be-liev  -  est  thou?  Cease  weeping  now — Thy  soul  he  will    de-liv    -    er; 


Be   - 
O, 
To 
The 


hold   Him  near,  He 
lift    thine  eye  !  Thou 
Je  -  sus'  blood.  Which 
cross   He  bore;   Our 
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Refkain. 
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marks  each  tear,  Our    bless-ed,    lev  -   ing 
shalt    de-scry         His     rai-meut,  near    thee, 
free   -  ly  flowed    For    all       thy  sin      and 
sins      He  wore.     And  nailed  them  therefor 

Je   - 
shin  - 
weak 
-  ev   - 

1 

sus. 

ing. 

-  ness. 

er. 

0, 

believe 

Him;     0 

re-ceive  Him— 
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BATTLING  FOR  THE  LORD, 


T.  E.  Perkins. 
WoriUarr.by¥.3,C.  U.ti.  ±  x  J-tJ-ll  KJ    j.  \jxl     xxxxj     x^xjxixy,  FroTA,  "Songs  of  Salvation,"  hy  pep. 

3EMI-CH0RUS.  ,       I      Chorus.  Semi-Chorus. 


1.  'W^e've  list  -  ed    in      a     ho  -  ly   •war,     Bat-tling  for  the  Lord  !      E  -  ter  -  nal   life,  our  guiding  star, 

2.  We've  gird-ed  on    our  ar-mor  bright, Bat-tliagtfor  the  Lord  1  Our  Captain's  word  our  strengtli  and  mighc, 

3.  We'll  stand  like  he-roes  on  the  field,   Ba,t-tling  for  the  Lord  I     And  in  His  strength  we'll  nev-er  yield, 


ta=^ 


^^i 


^j_ 


Full  Chorus..        ^^ 


Bat  -  tling  for  the  Lord  ! 
Bat-tling  for  the  Lord! 
Bat  -  tling  for    the    Lord  ! 


We'll  work  till    Je  -  bus  comes,  We'll  work  till 


-P — ^a-l  -a 0 — ^^ 


sus    comes     We'll 


m 
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work  till    Je  -   bus   comes.  And  then  we'll  rest  at 


:Pipi 


I  —I 

home. 


4  Though  sin  and  death  our  way  opposo. 

Battling  for  the  Lord  ! 
Through  grace  we'll  conquer  all  our  focsj 
Battling  for  the  Lord  \—Cko. 


Si 
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^ 5  And  when  our  glorious  war  is  o'er, 

.g — 'T'  .  g —  fi-'  fi     -^  Conqu'rors  through  the  Lord  ! 

|?ZZ:|zzii:~~p?:z:!?lJj       We'll  shout  salvation  evermore, 
U  —  ^ f — hr^=^  Hrl  Conqu'r 


Conqu'rors  through  the  Lord!—  C/w 


Rev.  Wm.  McDonald. 


/  AM  TRUSTING,  LORD,  IN  THEE. 


Wm.  G.  Fischer. 
By  permission. 
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1.  I     am  com-ing  to  the  cross:  I'm  poor  and  weakand  bliiicl;I'mcoiiiitingallbut  dross;I  shall  full  sal  -  va-tion  find. 

2.  Long  my  heart  has  sighed  for  thee ;  Long  has  evil  reigned  within ;  Jesus  sweetly  speaks  to  me,I  will  cleanse  you  from  all  sin. 


■* ^- S* !»— ^ ■ ^ ' ^ B»— ' ^ ^ 

Cho.— I     am  trust-ing,  Lord,  in  Thee;  Dear  Lamb  of  Cal  -  va  -  ry;  Humbly  at  Thy  cross  I  bow;  Save  me,  Je-sus,  save  me  now. 


3  Here  I  give  my  all  to  thee,— 
Friends,    and    time,    and   earthly 

Soul  and  body  Thine  to  be, —  [store; 
Wholly  Thine-forever  more.— Cfto. 

4  In  the  promises  I  trust; 
Now  I  feel  the  blood  applied; 

I  am  prostrate  in  the  dust; 

I  with  Christ  am  crucified. — Cho. 

5  Jesus  comes  !  He  fills  my  soul ! 
Perfected  in  love  I  am ; 

I  am  every  whit  made  whole; 
Glory,  glory  to  the  Lamb.  —Cho. 

CHRIST  ALL  AND  IN  ALL. 

1  Saviour  of  the  sin-sick  soul. 
Give  me  tiiith  to  make  me  whole; 
Finish  Thy  great  work  of  grace, 
Cut  it  short  in  righteousness. -G^o. 

2  Speak  the  second  time — Be  clean. 
Take  away  my  inbred  sin; 
Every  stumbling-block  remove, 
Cast  it  out  by  perfect  loTe. — Cho. 


3  Nothing  less  will  I  require; 
Nothing  more  can  I  desire ; 
None  but  Christ  to  me  be  given; 
None    but    Christ    in     Earth     or 

[Heaven. — Cho. 

4  O  that  I  might  now  decrease ; 

0  that  all  I  am  might  cease ; 
Let  me  into  nothing  fall. 

Let  my  Lord  be  all  in  all.— O^o. 
C.  WesUy. 
CHRIST  IS  ALL. 

1  In  Thy  cross  is  all  my  plea, 
By  Thy  bonds  am  I  made  free, 
By  Thy  stripes  my  soul  is  healed, 
By  Thy  blood  my  pardon  sealed. 

2  By  that  cruel  crown  of  thorns, 
Holy  peace  my  brow  adorns: 

By  those  mocking  taunts  and  fears, 

1  am  saved  from  shame  and  tears. 

3  Just,  by  Jesus  jiistified, 

When  beneath  my  sins  He  died ! 
Righteous,  by  Thy  righteousness, 
Thine  own  robe  my  perfect  dress ! 


14  Perfect,  by  Thy  perfect  life; 
I  Peaceful,  by  Thy  holy  strife; 
j     Pure,  by  Jesus  purified. 

In  the  fountain  from  Thy  side. 

5  Holy,  by  Thy  holiness. 

Weary,  by  Thy  weariness: 
By  Thy  sorrow  I  may  slug; 
From   Thy    groans  my  pleasures 
spring. 

6  Thou  wast  poor:  how  rich  am  I! 
Thou  wast  homeless,  Jesus,  why  ? 
Only  that  my  soul  might  share 
Mansions  here  and  mansions  there! 

7  By  Thy  rising  I  shall  rise,    [prize: 
Death   must   yield    his    transient 
Thine  ascension,  mine  shall  be  ! 
All  Thy  glory  I  shall  see ! 

8  Cross  of  Christ  here,  here  I  fall. 
Pleading  only,  Christ  is  aix; 
This,  my  God,  my  Judge,  shall  be, 
At  Thy  bar  m>/  only  pka. 


COME,  THOU  FOUNT. 


j  Come,thou  Fount  of  ev  -  'ry  blessing,  Tune  my  heart  to  smg  Thy  grace; 
j  Streams  of  mer-  cy,  nev  -  er  ceas-ing,  Call  for  songs  of  loudest  praise. 
\  Je-sus  sought  me,  when  a  strauger,"Wand'ring  from  the  fold  of  God; 
]      He,    to    res  -  cue  me  from  danger,    In-terposed  His  precious  blood. 


I  love  Je  -  sus ,  Hal-  le  -  lu-  jah, 


J, i^.jg.  af   o  \  ]'  "a"  p       ^^l,        ^^[|J    "i'i — ^" 


love  Je 


yes,    I    do,  I    do  love  Je  -  sus,  He's  my   Sav-iour,  Je-sus 

-jS— -jg-  r^  r^  r^  f  ,  ^ — ^ — f — f  .  <* — *— ^ 


and  loves  me  too. 


O  !  to  grace  how  great  a  debtor 

Daily  I'm  constrained  to  be  ! 
Let  Thy  goodness,  like  a  fetter, 

Bind  my  wandering  heart  to  Theo,  — Cfu>. 


U-      '        '  I 

4  Prone  to  wander,  Lord,  I  feel  it; 

Prone  to  leave  the  God  I  love ; 
Here's  my  heart,  O,  take  and  seal  it; 

Seal  it  for  Thy  courts  above. — Cho. 


REJOICING  7iV  CHRIST. 


1  I  have  found  a  precious  Saviour, 
He  has  washed  my  sins  away; 
Now  rejoicing  in  His  favor, 
I  am  happy  all  the  day.— Cho. 

8  Lost  in  sin,  I  wandered,  weary. 
Far  from  Jesus,  far  from  home 
Till  He  came  in  love  to  cheer  me. 

Sweetly  calling,   ' '  Wanderer  come ! " — Oho. 


3  Pardon  full  and  free  he  offered, 

Showed  His  bleeding  hands  and  side, 
Told  me  how  for  me  He  suffered, 
For  jwj  sins  was  crucified. — Cho. 

4.  Then  my  heart,  with  thanks  o'erflowing. 
Yielded  to  His  gracious  call; 
At  His  feet  in  sorrow  bowing. 

Gave  to  Him  my  life,  my  all. — Cho. 

Miss  Campbell,  Newark,  X.  J.     1864. 


E,    TURNEY,  D.  D. 


REST  IN   THEE. 

■  That  in  me  ye  miyht  have peace.'^ — John  xvi :  33. 


Rev.  E.  LowBY. 
From,  "  Royal  Diadem,''  by  per. 
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4.    mgh-o^t,pnr-est,sweet-est    pleasureV  ShalT Srse?- vSe  bring  to    t^"  b£ -" el     S  :  S 


sm      to  wan  -  der ;.  Bid  me  come  and  rest  in  Thee 

Biess-ed  Je  -  sus,    Bid  me  come  and  rest  in  Thee' 

Bess-ed  Je  -  sus,    Bid  me  come  and  rest  in  Thee' 

Bless -ed  Je  -  sus,    Bid  me  come  and  rest  iu  Thee' 


Rest 


in   Thee,     rest    in    Thee, 


Bid     mo  come 


and  rest    in     Thee  ;  Rest  in   Thee,  rest  in  Thee,  Bid    me  come  and  rest  in    Thee. 
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Words  by  Mrs.  M.  A.  Kiddeb. 


MY  HOME  IS   THERE. 

>     . — ■  ~ 


WM.    B.    BKADBtmT. 

From  "  Fresh  Laurels/''  by  per. 


ir=i 


LA-  bove    the     waves       of    earth  -  ly      strife.       Above    the    ills..       and  cares  of    life,    Where  all      i? 

2.   Yv'bere  liv-ins:     foun  -    tains  sweet  -  Iv      flow.    Wliere  buds  an(i  flowers    ini  -  mortal    grow,  Where  trees  their 

*  '         I- — ~  I  ^ ^  

i^^f  u  >  i:  1 1   I   I  ~^=t=F'^^ — 


r^^ 


::i: 


g=^ 


^^1 i^T      ■• 

CHORUS. 


peace  -    ful,  bright,  and   fair;        My    home  is        there,      My  home      is         there.  My    beau-ti  -  fiil 

fruits        ce  -  les  -  tiid     bear;       My    home  is        there.      My  home     is         there  My    beau-ti-  fni 


:^    >  ^ 


In      the  land  where  the  glo-ri-fied    ev  -  er    shall 

[s       iN       ^       S  > 


beau-ti  -  ful      home,. . .. 


y    >    >    !  'J  ■      ■ 

My  beau-ti-ful  home,  lu      the  land  where  the  glo  -  ri  -  fied    cv  •  er   ehall 


MY  HOME  IS  THERE.— Concluded. 
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roam,  Where  an-gels     bright 

^         I-' 

-"T^-      ^     ^      +-     ^  • 


wear  crowns  of     lig'i  t . 


My  home  is      there,  my  home  is    there. 


§i: 


S==^: 


■V— -^ — :s. 


iii 


;&SEE^fcEg 


is^Hi^ii 


roam,  Where  angels,  angels  bright,  wear  crowns,  wet^i  crowns  of  light,  My  home  is  there,  my  home  is    there. 


3  Away  from  sorrow,  doubt  and  pain. 
Away  from  worldly  loss  and  gain. 
From  all  temptation,  tears  and  care; 
My  home  is  there,  my  home  is  there.— CAo. 


4  Beyond  the  bright  and  pearly  gates, 
Where  Jesus,  loving  Saviour,  waits. 
Where  all  is  peaceful,  bright,  and  fair; 
My  home  is  there,  my  home  is  there. — Oho. 


GLORY  TO  THE  LAMB! 


Rev.  B.  \\.  GORHAM.    Arr. 


1.  The  world    is      o    -   ver-come,  by 
D.  s.   Glo   -  ry     to      the    Lamb . . 

2.  My    sins     are  washed  a  -  way,     In 
D.  s.   Glo   -  ry      to       the     Lamb 


i^E^E=E^^^ 


the  blood 

Glo  -  ry  to 
the  blood  of 
.  .  .  Glo  -  ry  to 
— ~  ^ 

-p- 


the 
the 
the 
the 


Lamb  ! 
Lamb. 
Lamb! 
Lamb. 


Glo 
Glo 


the    Lamb ! 
the    Lamb  ! 


:F=:piz:i: 


-1 ri — ^1 n — 1 — 


E 


3  I've  washed  my  garments  white. 
In  the  blood  of  the  Lamb; 

Glory  to  the  Lamb,  Ac. 

4  Tve  lost  the  fear  of  death, 
Through  the  blood  of  the  Lamb; 

Glory  to  the  Lamb,  cfec. 


5  The  myrtyrs  overcame, 
By  the  blood  of  the  Lamb; 

Glory  to  the  Lamb,  &c. 

6  I  soon  shall  gain  the  skies, 

Thron-h  ^he  Mocd  of  (he  Lfimb; 
Glory  t(.  the  Lui.i',  _U'. 


S6  YOUNG  PEOPLE  ALL. 


Old  Melodt.     Arr.  t. 


J    J  Young  people    all,  at-ten-tiou  give,  While  I  address  you  iu"God's  uame,  ) 
■  I     You  who  in     sin  and  Ibl-ly   live,  Come  hear  the  counsels  of  a  Iriend :  \  I  sought  for  bliss  in  glittering  toys, 


Ana  rang'd  the  alluring  scenes  of  vice,But  nev-er  found  siib^antial  joys      Ua-  til   I  heard  my*S£mou^'s  loice. 


I         I 

2  He  spoke  at  once  my  sins  forgiven, 

And  took  my  load  of  guilt  away, 
And  gave  me  glory,  jieace,  and  heaven, 

And  thus  I  found  the  good  old  way. 
And  now,  with  trembling  limbs,  I  see 

High  billows  roll  beneath  your  feet, 
For  death  eternal  waits  for  you. 

Who  slight  the  force  of  Gospel  tnith. 


Youth,  like  the  spring,  will  soon  be  gone, 

By  fleeting  years,  or  conquering  death; 
Your  morning  sun  may  set  at  noon, 

And  God  demand  your  mortal  breath: 
Your  sparkling  eyes  and  blooming  cheeks 

Miist  wither  like  the  blasted  rose, 
Th  ;  coffin,  earth,  and  winding-sheet 

Will  soon  your  active  limbs  inclose. 


ANGELS  HOVERING  ROUND. 


|ggi_33E^i=ppf^pp!^^P|| 


l.Tliere  are  angels  lioveiinyrouiid.Tiiero  are  angels  hovering  lotiiui.Thei-eiire  an    -    gels,   lui     -     gels  lioveiing round 

2  To  carry  the  tidings  home.     To  carry  &c.  5  And  Jesus  bids  them  come.     And  Jesus,  &c. 

3  To  the  new  Jerusalem.     To  the  new,  &c.  6  Eepent,  on  Him  believe.     Repent,  &c. 

4  Poor  sinners  ore  coming  home.     Poor  sinners,  &c.       7  And  His  ri -h  grace  rccMve.     And  His  rich,  &c. 


Rev.  John  G.  Chafee 


THE  PENITENT. 


Chester  G.  Allen. 
From  •'Bright  Jewels,"  by  per. 
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1.  Can  my  soul  find  rest  from  sor-row. 
4^     ^     ^ 


Can  my  sins 


giv  -  en    be, 


Must   I  wait     un  -  til     to  - 
Will    He  lift    this   veil    of 

--ft 


'^ ^^ .^ ^ 

morrow   Ere  my  Saviour  speaks  to  me?  Will  He  speak  in  words  of  kindness?  Will  He  wash  away  my  tin? 
blindness,  And  remove   this  deadly  pain  ? 


O,  the  darkness,  how  it  thickens. 
Like  the  brooding  of  despair  ! 

And  my  soul  within  me  sickens — 
God,  in  mercy,  hear  my  prayer  ! 

Give  me  but  a  hope  to  cherish,. 
Give  me  just  one  ray  of  light — 

Pond. 


Help  me,  save  me,  or  I  perish. 
Take  away  this  awful  night ! 

Now  He  hears  me,  He  will  save  me, 

I  behold  His  shining  face, 
Hear  Him  whisper  He  will  have  me, 

HELP  AND  RELIEVE 


O,  the  miracle  of  grace  ! 
I  will  joy  to  tell  the  story 

How  He  cometh  from  above  — 
Fills  my  soul,  O,  glory,  glory  ! 

With  the  blessings  of  His  love. 


HUBEKT  P.  Main,  By  per. 
From  •'  Royal  Diadem." 


1.  Father,   the  storm  is  high.  Dark  clouds  shut  out  the  sky ;  Trembling  to  Thee  I    fly :     Comfort  and  save. 

2.  Hark  to  the  tempest's  roar  !  O  -  pen      to    me  the  door;   My  con  -  fi-dence  restore :     Comfort  and  save. 

3.  O     God!  temptation's  nigh;  Sin  clouds  the  a-zure   sky;   To  Thee   for  aid   I     fly:     Help  and  re-lieve. 

4.  Hear,  Father  !  hear  my  cry;   And  if       I    live  or    die.     Saviour,    be   ev  -  er  nigh :  Help  and  re-lieve. 


~^r 
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HE  PAID   THE  DEBT. 


Mrs.  G.  W,  HiKSDALE, 


Rev.  E.  LowET. 
From,"  Pure  Gold,"  by  per. 


1.  My  soul  complete  in   Jesus  stands,  It  fears  no  more  the  law's  demands  ;  The  smile  of  God  is  sweet  with 

2.  My  soul  at  rest       in    Jesus  lives,     Accepts  the  peace  His  pardon  jrives  ;  Eeceives  the  grace  His  death  se- 

3.  A  song  of  praise  my  soul  shall  sing  To  our  e  -  ter  -  nal,  glorious  King  ;  Shall  worship  humbly  at  His 


mfE^M 


■0-    -fa 


JSL    4^      ^ 


Chorus. 


in,  Where  all  before     was  guilt  and  sin .     He  paid  the  debt  for  you,He  paid  the  debt  for  me  ;  He  brings  the 
cur'd,  And  pleads  the  anguish  He  endured, 
feet,  In  whom  a-lone   it  stands  complete.  ,-^,  ^-^ 


^^^t=?z5'=?=f£r^S=t: 


:t=t 


:i=i 


I 

cap  -  tive  lib-er  -  ty  ;  His  truth  can  make  the  sin,-  ner    free  ;  His  blood  was  shed  for  you  and  me. 

■(a-        ^     JL    JL       '^'       A.    M.  '  M.      ,^'       M.      ^      41.      .^^     JL      ^      t:      ^'       t:      JL 


ili=Er£££=iiS 


■^-^^ 


t- 


;^: 


F=.^PP 


^Mm 


Rate  Hankey. 


I  LOVE  TO  TELL  THE  STORY. 


Wm.  G.  Fischee, 
by  per. 


39 


I  love  to  tell  the  sto  -  ry 

I  love  to  tell  the  sto  -  ry. 

I  love  to  tell  the  sto  -  ry 

I       1  >    J       I        I        J 


Of  unseen  things  a-bove,  Of  Je  -  sus  and  His  glo-ry,  Of  Je-sus  and  His 
More  wonder-fui  it  seems  Than  all  the  golden  fancies.  Of  all  our  golden 
'Tis  pleasant  to     re-peat  What  seems,  each  time  1  tell  it,  More  wonderfully 

I   .     I      -«-•-•--/«-    :ff:    -«-    -^    -•-     -»-:     N 


love:  I  love 
dreams:  I  love 
sweet:      I    love 


to  tell  the 
to  tell  the 
to  tell  the 


sto  -  ry,  Be  -cause  I  know  'tis  true ;  It  sat  -  is  -  ties  my  long-ings,  As 
sto  -  ry,  It  did  so  much  for  me!  And  that  is  just  the  rea-son  I 
sto  -  ry,  For  some  have  nev  -  er  heard  The  message  of    sal  -  va  -tion.  From 


love    to     tell    the    sto  -  ry.  'Twill  be    my  theme  in    glo  -  ry,     To 


•i  I  love  to  tell  the  story, 

For  those  who  know  it  best 
Seem  hungering  and  thirsting 

To  hear  it  like  the  rest. 
And  when,  in  scenes  of  glory, 

I  sing  the  New,  New  Song, 
'Twill  be  the  Old,  Old  Story 

That  I  have  loved  so  long.  — O-m 
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Fanny  Cbobby. 


AT  THE  CROSS   THERE'S  ROOM. 


Rev.  R.  LowKT. 
From  "  RoyaL  Diadem," 


by  per. 


a 


vs: 


1.  Mourner,  where-so  -   e  er     thou  art, 

2.  Haste  thee,  wanderer,  tar  -  ry     not ; 

3.  Thoughtless  sinner,   come  to  -  day  ; 

.   I   -Ti— ^^ »—rf^ 9—j-tS^ ^- 


t5*- 


-fS*^ 


^ 


m 


^ 


=e: 


it^ 


At  the  cross  there's  room ;  Tell  the  bur  -  den  of  thy 
At  the  cross  there's  room ;  Seek  that  con  -  se  -  era  -  ted 
At  the  cross  there's  room ;  Hark  !  the  Bride  and  Spir-it 


l5gEEE 


&r. 


^m 


:^ 


iS>- 


heart; 
spot ; 
say, 


tr 


g>- 


sm 


3=^^ 


^ 


^-^ 


5t^ 


■#— L-^i- 


At  the  cross  there's  room ;  Tell  it 
At  the  cross  there's  room  ;  Heav-  y 
At     the  cross  there's  room :  'Now    a 


^- 


^ 


in      thy   Sav-  iour's  ear.      Cast    a  -  way   thy    ev  -  ery   fear, 
la  -   den,  sore   oppressed,  Love  can  soothe  thy  troubled  breast ; 
liv  -  ing  foun  -tain  see,         Opened  there  for  you   and   mo, 


^ 


3=  =±=5: 


^ 


On  -  ly  speak,  and  he  will  hear  ;  At 
In  the  Sav  -  iour  find  thy  rest  ;  At 
Eich  and  poor,  for  bond  and  free  ;      At 


the  cross  there's  room, 
the  cross  there's  room, 
the  cross  there's  room. 


i 


i^ii 


3 


iS 


4  Blessed  thought !  for  every  one 
At  the  cross  there's  room  ; 

Love's  atoning  work  is  done  ; 
At  the  cross  there's  mom  ; 

Streams  of  boundless  mercy  flow. 

Free  to  all  who  thitlier  go  ; 

0  that  all  the  world  might  know. 
At  the  cross  there's  room "! 


Words  by  Fakny  Crosbt. 
Feb.  3d,  ISn. 


THE  BRIGHT  FOREVER. 


t  thy  right  hand  there  ore  pic 


-Psalm  xvi.  :  1 1 


Hubert  P.  Main'. 
-Pj-om  '•  I'ure  Gold,"  by  per. 
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^^^ 


1.  Break-ing  thro  the  clouds  that  gather  O'er  the  Christian's  natal  skies,  Distant  beams  like  floods  of  "lory 
Q  n  .f  l\t-  tlej^^'lewe  Im-ger  Ere  wereachourjoiirney-send;Yeta  lit  -  tie  while  to  la"  bor! 
3.   O        the    bhss  of  life     e  -    ter-  nal!  O    the  long  un-bro-ken  rest !  In  the  gold-en  tields  of    pleasure, 


FiU    the  soul  with  glad  surprise;  And  we     al-most  hear  the    ech  -  o      Of    the  pure  and    ho  -  ly  throne 
Ere    the  even-ing  shades  descend;  Then  we'll  lay  us  down  to  slamber,  But  the  night  will  soon  be   o'er- 
In      the   re -gion  of    the  blest;  But,   to     see  our  dear  Ke-deem-er,    And  be  -  fore  His  throne  to  fall — 


Chorus. 


=^m 


In  the  bright,  the  bright  forev-er,    In    the  sum-mer-land  of  song.    On  the  banks  beyond  the 
In  the  bright,  the  bright  forev-er,     We  shall  wake  to  sleep  no  more. 
Thereto  hear  His  .gracious  welcome— Will  be  sweeter  far  than   all. 

I-    ^   re   -^ 


4:2 


NEAR   THE  CROSS. 


Words  hy  FANNY  CROSBY. 


W.  H.  DOANE. 

•Bright  Jewels,"  by  permission. 


1     Je  -  sus  keep  me  near  the  cross,  There   a     precious   foun-tain,  Free    to    all,      a    heal  -  mg  stream, 
i  Near  the' cross,  a   trembling  soul,  Love  and  mer  -  cy  found  me;  There  the  bright  and  morning  star 

■fP: ^ — -ig: -r  ,  -r  •  --f- — r^ — --?-- 


Flows  from  Calvary's  moun-tam 
Shed   its  beams    a  -  round 


In  the  Cross,  In  the  Cross  Be  my  glo-ry   ev 


Till  my  raptured 


.bds^ids;^^ 


3  Near  the  Cross!  oh  Lamb  of  God, 

Bring  its  scenes  before  me; 
Help  me  walk  from  day  to  day. 
With  its  shadow  o'er  me. -Oho. 

4  Near  the  cross  I'll  watch  and  wait, 

Hoping,  ttusting  ever, 
Till  I  reach  the  golden  strand, 
Just  beyond  the  river.  — Cho. 


Jesus,  am  I  near  to  thee  ? 

Then,  no  more  delaying, 
I  must  in  the  vineyard  be, 

Watching,  working,  praying. 
Cho.— In  the  Cross,  &c. 


NEAR    TO  JESUS. 

2  Every  heart  that's  near  to  thee. 
Is  for  sinners  seeking: 
All  their  bitter  need  doth  see, 
Is  for  them  entreating. 
Cho.— In  the  Cross,  &c. 


3  Near  to  Jesus  aU  the  time. 
He  will  leave  me  never; 
I  am  his  and  he  is  mine, 
I  am  safe  forever. 

Cho.  —  In  the  Cross,  &c. 


Dr.  Philip  Doddridge. 


OH!    HAPPY  DAY. 
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1.  Oh  !  hap  -  py     day,     that  fixed  my  choice    On  thee,  my     Sav  -  iour  and    my   God  !   Well  may 

2.  'Tis  done,  the   great     trans- ac-tion  s  done ;      I     am     my  Lord's  and    he       is    mine;     He  drew 
Tow 


this 

2.  'Tis  done,  the   great     trans- ac-tion  s  done ;      I     am     my  Lord's  and    he       is    mine;     He  drew  me, 

3.  Now  rest,   my    long       di  -   vid  -  ed  heart;  Fixed  on   this    bliss-  iul    cen  -  tre,    rest,    Nor    ev 


"T"^^^ — — ^ 

glow  -  ing  heart  re  -joice,    And  tell   its     rap-tures  all     a-  broad.     Hap-py  day,  hap-  py  day,  When  Je-sus 
and        I   followed  on,Charm'dto  con-  fess     the  voice  di-  vine, 
from    thy  Lord  de-  part;  With  him  of     eve  -    ry  good  possessed. 


' vrashed  my  sins  a  -  way;        He  taught  me  how     to  watch  and  pray,     And  live   re  -  joic  -  iiig   ev  -  'ry   day; 


1  Come,  sinners,  view  the  Lamb  of  God,  ^ 
Wounded  and  dead, and  bathed  in  blood ; 
Behold  liis  side,  and  venture  near, 
The  well  of  endless  life  i«  here. 

C/io. — llappv  (liiv,  happy  day,  &c. 


COMU,   SmNURS. 

Here  we  forget  onr  cares  and  pains, 
We  drink,  yet-  still  our  thirst  remains  : 
Only  the  Fonutain-head  above 
Can  sati^^fy  the  tliirst  of  love. 
<?/(o.— Happy  day,  happy  day,  &;c. 


3  His  Name  dispels  our  guilt  and  fear. 
Revives  our  heart  and  charms  our  ea- 
Affords  a  balm  for  every  wound, 
And  Satan  tieml)les  at  the  sound. 
Chv. — Hapi^v  d:iy,  ]:a)ipy  I'.ay,  &c. 


THE  OLD,   OLD  STORY. 


W.  H.  DOANE. 

of  Devotion,"  by  permission. 


1    Tell    me  tlie  old,  old    sto  -  ry     Of    un-seen  things  a  -    bove,      Of    Je  -  sus    and  His     glo  -  ry     Of 

2.  Tell   ir.e  the  sto  -  ry   slow  -  ly,  That    I    may  take    it       iu—    That  won-der  - ful    re- demption, God's 

3!  Tell  me  the  sto -ry    soft  -  ly,  With  earn-est  tones,  and    grave;  Ee-mem-ber!  I'm    the      sin-ner  Whom 

4    Tell    me  the  same  old  sto  -  rv,  When  you  have  cause  to       fear     That  this  world's  empty     glo  -  ry     Is 


Je  -     sus  and  His  love, 

rem  -    e  -   dy  for     sin. 

Je  -   sus  came  to     pave. 

cost  -  ing    me  too  dear. 


Tell  me      the     sto  -    ry      sim  -  ply,  As        to       a       lit  -  tie   child 

Tell  me      the     sto  -     ry       of  -    ten,  For        I        for  -  get      so   soon' 

Tell  me     that    sto  -    ry      al  -  ways,  If  you  would  leal  -  ly      be. 

Yes,  and  when  that  world's  glo  -  ry  Is  draw  -  ing   on     my    soul 


For     I     am  weak  and  wea-ry,  And  help -less  and    de  -  filed. 

The  "ear- ly  dew"  of  morning  Has  passed  a  -  way     at    noon. 

In     a  -  ny  time   of  trou-ble,    A    com  -  fort-  er       to      me. 

Tell  me    the  old,    old  sto-ry:  '-Christ  Je-sus  makes  thee  whole. 


Tell  me   the  old,  old    sto  -  ry, 


THE  OLD,  OLD  STORY. 


-Concluded. 

A- 


TeU    me     the  old,  old    sto  -    ry,       Tell  me     the    old,    old     sto  -    r3'     Of     Je  -  sus    and   His  love" 


B.  Beddome.     1789. 


GOLDEN  HILL.     S.  M. 


COMPASSION  FOR  SINNERS. 

1  Did  Christ  o'er  sinners  weep. 

And  shall  our  cheeks  be  dry? 
Let  floods  of  penitential  grief 
Burst  forth  from  every  eye. 

2  The  Son  of  God  in  tears 

Angels  with  wonder  see; 
Be  thou  astonished,  O  my  soul; 
He  shed  those  tears  for  thee. 

3  He  wept  that  we  might  weep; 

Each  sm  demands  a  tear; 
In  heaven  alone  no  ain  is  found, 
And  there's  no  weeping  there. 


THE  THRONE  OP  GRACE. 

1  Behold  the  throne  of  grace; 

The  promise  calls  us  near; 
There  Jesus  shows  a  smiling  face. 
And  waits  to  answer  prayer. 

2  Thine  image,  Lord,  bestow,-  - 

Thy  presence  and  thy  love,— 
That  we  may  serve  thee  here  below 
And  reign  with  thee  above. 

3  Teach  us  to  live  by  faith,    - 

Conform -pur  wills  to  thine; 
Let  us  victorious  be  in  death, 
And  then  in  glory  shine. 

Rev.  J.  NfAOtun,  1779. 


GRIEVE  NOT  THE  SPIRIT. 

1  And  can'st  thou,  sinner,  slight 

The  call  of  love  divine  ? 
Shall  God,  with  tenderness  invite, 
And  gain  no  thought  of  thine  ? 

2  Wilt  thou  not  cease  to  grieve 

The  Spirit  from  thy  breast, 
Till  he  thy  wretched  soul  shall  leave 
With  all  thy  sins  opprest  ? 

3  To-day,  a  pard'ning  God 

Will  hear  the  suppliant  pray: 
To-day,  a  Saviour's  cleansing  blood 
Will  wash  thy  guilt  away. 

«  Anna  H.  Hyde,  182-j. 
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HO  I   REAPERS  OE  LIEE'S  HARVEST. 

-I ^ 


Isaac  B.  Woodbuky.     By  permission. 


1.  Ho!   reap-ers    of  life's  har-vest,    Why  stand  with  rust-ed  blade,     Un- til  the  night  draws  round  thee,  And 

2.  Thrust  in  your  sharpened  sick- le,   And  gath  -  er     in     the  grain,    The  night   is     fast    approaching,    And 

3.  Come  down  from  hill  and  mountain    In  morn-ing's  rud-dy   glow.     Nor  wait    un  -  til    the      di  -  al,  Points 


day      be  -  gins      to     fade  ?     "Why  stand     ye      i  -    die,  wait  -  ing       For  reap  -  ers  more     to    come  ?  The 

soon    will  come     a  -  gain.         The  Mas  -  t'er  calls    for    reap  -  ers,     And  shall    he    call     in     vain  ?  Shall 

to      the  noon    be  -  low;        And  come  with  the  strong  si  -  new.    Nor  faint    in    heat     or    cold.    And 


gold  -  en  morn  is    pass-ing.  Why  sit      ye      i-  die, dumb? 
sheaves  lie  there  un-gath-ered,  And  waste  up -on    the  plain? 
\      pause  not  till    the  evening  Draws  round  its  wealth  of  gold. 


Mount  up  the  heights  of  Wisdom, 

And  crush  each  error  low; 
Keep  back  no  words  of  knowledge 

That  human  heart  should  know. 
Be  faithful  to  thy  mission, 

In  service  of  thy  Lord; 
And  then  a  golden  chaplet. 

Shall  be  thy  just  reward. 


1  Go  thou  in  life's  fair  morning - 

Go  in  the  bloom  of  youth ; 
And  buy,  for  thy  adorning. 

The  precious  pearl  of  truth ; 
Secure  this  heavenly  treasure. 

And  bind  it  on  thine  heart, 
And  let  not  earthly  pleasure 

E'er  cause  i:  to  depart. 

• 


GO   THOU  I^Y  LIFE'S  MORNING. 
2  Go,  while  the  day  star  shiueth. 
Go,  while  thy  heart  is  light ; 
Go,  ere  thy  strength  declineth, 
While  every  sense  is  bright. 
Sell  all  thou  hast,  and  buy  it; 

'Tis  worth  all  earthly  things, 

Eubies,  and  gold,  and  diamond?. 

Scepters  and  crowns  of  kings. 


Go,  ere  the  cloi^da  of  sorrow 

Steal  o'er  the  bloom  of  youth; 
Defer  not  till  to-morrow, 

Go  now,  and  buv  the  trutu. 
Go  seek  thy  great  Creator, 

Learn  early  to  be  wise ; 
Go,  place  upon  his  altar 

A  morning  sacrifice. 


THE  GOLDEN  CHAIN. 


1.     I      love    my    pre-cious  Sav  -  iour.  Be  -  cause  He   died    for     me;       And     if        I      did    not 


serve  Him,  How  sin  -  ful     I  should  be  !        I   know  He  makes  me  hap  -  py,  And  hears  me  when   I   pray : 


HOLXNESS. 

Dear  Saviour,  make  me  holy  ; 

Let  me  be  gentle,  mild, 
Obedient,  loving,  lowly, 

A  trtily  Christ-like  child. 
Yes !  still  though  Satan  tempt  me, 

And  make  me  sad,  I'll  say, 
I  long  to  be  like  Jesus, 

The  Bible  says  I  may. " 

Heaven. 
And  since  I've  found  my  Savici: 

The  first  link  in  the  chain, 
I'll  trust  in  Him  for  ever. 

Till  heaven  at  last  I  gain. 
I  love  that  blessed  country 

Where  tears  are  willed  away ; 
I  want  to  live  with  Jesus 

The  Bible  says  I  may. 


Usefulness. 
Though  I  can  do  but  little. 

Yet  I  will  always  try 
To  teU  some  little  children 

How  Jesus  came  to  die. 
God  help  me  to  be  useful 

In  all  I  do  or  saj^ ! 
I  mean  to  work  for  Jesus, 

The  Bible  says  I  may. 


Happiness. 
4  And  while  I'm  loving  Jesus, 
I  feel  so  glad  to  know. 
That  making  others  happy 
Will  make  me  happy  too. 
When  others  hear  me  singing 
I'll  not  forget  to  say, 
"  You  too  can  be  as  happy. 
The  Bible  says  yon  may." 
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LOVE  OF  JESUS. 


T.  E.  Perktus. 
From  "Songs  of  Salvation,"  by  per. 

s. 


U  -H  -, r^ ^—^ F,_N  ^J_ J_^ ^^ ^     N      I       ^-,-T-r- .J— h^-^J ^-^. 


I 

1.  There  is     no  love  like  the  love  of     Je  -  bus,  Nev-er    to  fade  or    fall,      Till  in  -  to  the  fold  of  the 

D.  s.  Oh,  ttirn  to  that  love,  weaiy 


lllll/Ul  II  '  \       V    i) 
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D.  S. 


Vz::. 
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poace  of  God,  He  has  gathered   us     all. 
■wand'ringsoul,  Je-sus  pleadeth  for   thee. 


Je  -  sub'  love,  precious  love,  Boundless  and  pure  and  free 


§ife^ 
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2  There  is  no  heart  like  the  heart  of  Jesus, 

Filled  with  a  tender  love  ; 
No  throb  nor  throe  that  our  hearts  can  know. 
But  He  feels  it  above. — Oho. 

3  There  is  no  eye  like  the  eye  of  JesuB, 

Piercing  so  far  away  ; 
Ne'er  out  of  the  sight  of  its  tender  light. 
Can  the  wanderer  stray. — Oho. 


4  There  is  no  voice  like  the  voice  of  Jesus, 

Tender  and  sweet  its  chime, 
Like  musical  ring  of  a  flowing  spring, 
In  the  bright  summer  time.  — Cho. 

5  Oh,  let  us  hark  to  the  voice  of  Josiis  ; 

Oh,  may  we  never  roam. 
Till  safe  we  rest  on  Fis  loving  breast, 
In  the  dear  heavenly  home.— CAo. 


Sev.  John  Atkinson,  1867. 


WE  SHALL  MEET. 

ff  s     s     ps  PP 


fluBEET  P.  Main,  Feb.  IWi,  18G7.     /E_fk 
From  "Bright  Jezvels,"  by  per.        x*^ 

N 


1.  We  shall  meet  be-yond  the  riv  -  er, 

2.  We  shall  strike  the  harps  of  gio  -  ry, 

3.  We  shall  see    and  be    like  Je  -  sus, 

^   -J- 


By-and-by,  By-and-by  ;  And  the  darkness  shall  be  o  -  ver, 
By-and-by,  By-and-by  ;  We  shall  sing  redemption's  sto-ry, 
By-and-by,     By-aud-by  ;    Who  a  crown    of  life  wiU  give  us, 

By  -  and-by,  By  -  and  -  by  ;  With  the  toil  -  some  jonr-ney  done,  And  the  glo-rious  bat  -  tie  won, 
By-aud-by,  By-and-by  ;  And  the  strains  for  -  ev  -  er-more,  Shall  re-sound  in  sweet-ness  o'er 
By-and-by,        By-and-by;    And  the  an  -  gels    who  ful  -  fill,      All   the  mandates  of     His    will, 

-_ P .^  -.- _, 0 »-r-?^— I— » f—rs ^ * ^- 
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We  shall  shine  forth  as  the  sun,  By-and-by, 
Yon-der  ev  -  er  -  last-ing  shore,  By-and-by, 
Shall  at -tend  and  love  us   stiU,     By-and-by, 


^-^ 


1   4  There  our  tears  shall  all  cease  flowin- 
J  By-and  by,  by-and-by  ; 


-— i^ — s^— "-r- 


By-and-by. 
By-and-by. 

By-and-by. 
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And  with  sweetest  rapture  knowing', 

By-and-by,  by-and-by  ; 
All  the  blest  ones  who  have  gone 
To  the  land  of  life  and  song, 
We  with  shoutings  shall  rejoin, 

By-and-by,  by  and-by. 
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JOSEPH  IlAKT.      1759. 
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BELMONT. 


7s  &  4s. 


J.   INGALLS. 


1  Come,  ye  sin-ners,  poor  and  needy,  Weak  and  wounded,  sick  and  sore, 
D.'c.  He  '  is  a-  ble,  He  is  a-  ble,  He  is  will-ing,  doubt  no  more. 
2.  Come,ye  tliirs-ty,  come  and  welcome ;  God's  free  bounty  glo  -  ri  -  fy; 
D.c.  Without    money,    Without    mon-ey,Come  to    Je  -  sus  Christ  and  buy. 

'    "    "     "    "" ^^=^-E^=^=E&^ 


Je-  sus     rea-dy   stands  to 
True  be  -   lief  and  true  re 


P^P 


jyou,Full  of    pi-ty,loTeandpower.  He     is    a  -  ble,  He    is      a  -  ble   He    is  willing  doubt  no  more 
pTntaSco,  Every  grace  thai  brings  us  nigh^-Without  money,  With-out  money,Come  to   Jesus  Christ  and  buy; 


i^i^ 


3  Come,  ye  weary,  heavy  laden, 

Lost  and  ruined  by  the  fall; 

If  you  tarry  till  you're  better, 

You  will  never  come  at  all: 

Not  the  righteous — 
Sinners,  Jesus  came  to  call. 


Let  not  corLSfiience  make  you  linger. 
Nor  of  fitness  fondly  dream; 

All  the  fitness  He  requireth. 
Is  to  feel  your  need  of  Him : 

This  He  gives  you— 
'Tis  the  Spirit's  rising  beam. 


5  Agonizing  in  the  garden, 

Lo!  your  Maker  prostrate  lies: 

On  the  bloody  tree  behold  Him; 

Hear  Him  cry  before  He  dies, 

"It  is  finished!" 
Sinners,  will  not  this  suffice  ? 


WELCOME  TO  THE  SAVIOUR. 


Welcome,  welcome,  dear  Kedeemer — 
Welcome  to  this  heart  of  mine; 

Lord!  I  make  a  full  surrender. 
Every  power  and  thought  be  Thine, 

Thine  entirely, — 
Through  eternal  ages  Thine. 


Known  to  all  to  be  Thy  mansion, 
Earth  and  hell  will  disappear; 
Or  in  vain  attempt  possession. 
When  they  find  the  Lord  is  near;— 

Shout,  0  Zion  ! 
Shout,  ye  saints!  the  Lord  is  here. 
W—.  it—. 


DEPTH  OF  MERCY. 


,    \  Depth  of     mer- cy!      can  there  be 
'{   Can    my    God  his     wrath  for  -  bear 


Mer  -  cy     still  re  -  served  for  mo  ? 
Me     the  chief  of      sin-ners,  spare  r 


God 


love !    I 


^mi^ 


I  have  long  withstood  His  grace; 
Long  provoked  Him  to  His  face; 
Would  not  hearken  to  His  calls; 
Grieved  Him  by  a  thousand  falls. 
Cho.  —  God  is  love,  &c. 


Now  incline  me  to  repent; 
Let  me  now  my  sins  lament; 
Now  my  foul  revolt  deplore, 
Weep,  believe,  and  sin  no  more. 
Cho.  —  God  is  love,  &c. 


r~r 


4  Kindled  His  relenttags  are; 
Me,  He  now  delights  to  spare; 
Cries,  How  shall  I  give  Thee  up  ? 
Lets  the  lifted  thunder  drop. 
Cho. — God  is  love,  &c. 


CROWN   HIM. 


1  Look,  ye  saints!  the  siglit  is  glorious  ; 
See  the  "  Mau  of  Sorrows"  now  ! 
From  the  fight  returned  victorious, 
Every  knee  to  Him  shall  bow^ ; 
Crown  Him  !  crown  Him  ! 
Crowns  become  the  Victor's  brow. 


'3  Crown  the  Saviour!  angels!  crown  Him! 
Rich  the  trophies  Jesus  brings  ; 
In  the  seat  of  power  enthrone  Him, 
Wliile  the  heavenly  concave  lings; — 

Crowu  Him  !   crown  Him  ! 
Crown  tlie  Saviour, ''Kingof  kings!" 
"  Tune  on    page  50." 


3  Sinners  in  der'.^ion  crowned  Him, 
Mocking  thus  tlie  Saviour's  claim; 
Saints  and  angels  !  crowd  around  Him, 
Own  His  title,  praise  His  name  : 

Crown  Him  !  crown  Him  ! 
Spread  abroad  the  Victor's  fame. 
Thomas  Kelly.    1804. 


Words  hy  E.  P.  H. 


GETHSEMANE.     C.  M. 


Asa  Hull,  by  par. 


1  My  Jesus,  I  would  ne'er  forget 

That  hour  I  span    with  Thee; 
AVhen  there  I  saw  Thy  bloody  sweat 
In  dark  Gethsemane. 

Cfho.—TU  ne'er  forget,  I'll  ne'er  forget, 
I'll  ne'er  forgetful  be, 
When  there  I  saw  Thy  bloody 
In  dark  Gethsemane.  [sweat 

2  'Twas  in  that  olive  press  I  felt 

That  Thou  didst  bleed  for  me; 
Alas!  how  great  I  saw  my  guilt, 
While  in  Gethsemane. — Cho. 

3  I  thought  of  how  Thy  heart  did 

throb. 
While  '  all '  Thine  own  did  flee. 
And  left  Thee  with  the  cruel  mob, 
In  sad  Gethsemane.  — Cho. 

4  'Twas   there   I   felt  my  guilt  and 

In  oft  forsaking  Thee;      [shame 
How  precious  was  Thy  very  name 
In  dear  Gethsemane. — Cho. 

5  Should  e'er  our  love  to  Thee  grow 

cold, 
And  we  forgetful  be, 
We'll  call  to  mind  Thy  love  untold 
While  in  Gethsemane.  -CAo. 


HOW  SWEET  THE  NAME. 

1  How   sweet    the    name    of   Jesus 

sounds 
In  a  believer's  ear! 
It    soothes    his    sorrows,    heals   his 

wounds. 
And  drives  away  his  fear. 

Cho. — Help   me,  dear  Saviour,  Thee 
to  own. 
And  ever  faithful  be ; 
And  when  Thou  sittest  on  Thy 
throne. 
Dear  Lord,  remember  mc. 

2  It  makes  the  wounded  spirit  whole. 
And  calms  the  troubled  breast; 

'Tis  manna  to  the  hungry  soul, 
And  for  the  weary,  rest. — Cho. 

3  By  Thee   my  prayers   acceptance 
Although  with  sin  defiled;     [gain, 

Satan  accuses  me  in  vain. 

And  I  am  owned  a  child. — Cho. 

4  Jesus !   my   Shepherd,    Guardian, 

Friend! 
My  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King! 
My  Lord,  my  Life,  my  Way,  my  End! 
Accept  the  praise  I  hving.— Cho. 
John  Newton.     1779. 


OPEN  JUNE  EYES. 

1  Open  my  eyes,  O  Lord,  to  see 
My  lost  and  wretched  state; 

Show  me  my  guilt  and  misery, 
While  at  Thy  feet  I  wait. 

Cho. — Help  me,   dear  Saviour,  Thee 
to  own, 
And  ever  faithful  be ; 
And  when  Thou  sittest  on  Thy 
throne. 
Dear  Lord,  remember  me. 

2  Help  me  to  hear  th'expiring  groans 
Of  Jesus  on  the  tree; 

"This  blood  for  all  thy  sin  atones  — 
'  'Tis  finished  '  all  for  thee. " — Cho. 

3  O  how  can  I  neglect  such  love, 
So  freely  shown  to  me, 

In  Jesus  djdng  on  the  cross. 
From  sin  to  set  me  free  1 — GJio. 

i  I  know  there's  no  escape  for  me 

If  I  should  still  deny 
My  Lord,  who  bled  on  Calvary 

To  raise  my  hopes  on  high.— CAo. 

5  Dear  Saviour,  now  to  Thee  I  fly 

From  slavery  and  guilt: 
My  hopes,  my  all,  on  Thee  rely — 

Thy  blood  for  me  was  spilt.— CAo. 


Words  by  E.  P.  H. 
1873. 


SAVE,   0  JESUS,   SAVE! 


S3 


By  permission  O.  Ditson  <£■  Co. 


1.  My  sins    ap- pear  in    dark  ar  -  ray;     I    have     no    hope  of    heaven;      I've  nought  wherewith  my 

2.  I    know  'tis    just  that     I  should  die;  My  guilt      I    now    con-fess;        But      to     Thy     Son      I 


debt  to  pay,     0      can    I      be     for-given?    Save,  save,  O      Je  -  sus,  save,  Save  a     poor  sin  -  ner  while 
lift  mine  eye,  For    His  sake  wilt  Thou  bless. 


In  His  own  body  on  the  tree, 
He  bore  my  guilt  and  shame; 

'Twas  there  He  suffered  death  for  me, 
I  plead  alone  His  name.  -  Cho. 


4  Thy  law  would  shut  me  up  in  hell; 
But  thanks,  O  God,  to  Thee, 
My  Saviour  died  that  I  might  tell 
How  grace  can  make  me  free.  — (7»W. 


S4: 

Annie  Wittenmyeb. 


Music  by  Wm.  G.  Fischer.    By  per. 
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HAPPY,   EVER   HAPPY. 


m 


1    Je  -  sus  died    up  -  on      the  tree,  That  from  sin    we  might  be  free,  And   for-ev  -  er    hap  -  PJ  be— 
2.  Lord,  we  bring  our  hearts  to  thee  ;    Dy  -  ing  love    is      all  our  plea;  Thine  torev  -  er    we  would  be- 
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Happy    in    his    love;     He  has  paid  the  debt  we  owe;  If    with  trusting  hearts  we  go.  He  will  wash  us 
Je  -  sus,  ev  -  er    thine ;    Jesus  smiles  and  bids  us  come ;  In  his_  loving  arms  there  sjroom,  And  he  11  bear  us 


white  as  snow.  In  his  blood.  Then  with  joy  and  gladness  sing;  Happy,  ev  -  er  happy    be  ;  Praises   to  our 
safely  home,  Home  a  -  bove. 
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heavenly  King — Hap  -py    in      the 
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Lord. 


3  When  we  reach  that  shining  shore, 
All  our  suffering  will  be  o'er, 
And  we'll  sigh  and  weep  no  more, 

In  that  land  of  love ; 
But  in  robes  of  spotless  white, 
And  with  crowns  of  glory  bright, 
We  will  range  the  fields  of  light, 
Evermore.     Cho. 


CAST  THE  NET 
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Mrs.  Lydia  Baxtek. 
GerMy.       ^ 
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the  oth  -  er     side  ; 

the  noon  is  bright 
of    bliss  is     near, 
of    light  a  -  bove. 
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Seek  by 
Rest  from 
Then,  per- 
May  yon 
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pa  -  tient  toil  to     gather     Treasures  from  the  rolling  tide.     Je  -  sus  waits  up  -  on  the  shore;  He  will 

la  -  bor  will  be     given.     When  ap-pears  the  dew  -  y  night. 

haps,  while  angels  listen,     You  can  give     a  word  of  cheer. 

find  each  treasure  gleaming  In    the  Saviour's  perfect  love. 


m 


count  your   treasures  o  er  ;    Yes,     he 


waits    up  -  on     the  shore,  And  will  count  your  treasures  o  er. 


-*3-g- 


m 
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SOUND   THE  BATTLE  CRY. 


Worils  hy  Wm.  F.  Sherwdj,  186S. 


Music  by  "Wm.  F.  Sherwik. 
From  "  Bright  Jewels,"  by  per. 


1.  Sound  the  bat -tie  cry!  See  !  the  foe  is  nigh;  Kaisethe  standard  high  For  the  Lord;  Gird  your  armor  on, 

2.  Strong  to  meet  the  foe,  Marching  on  we  go,  While  our  cause  we  know  Must  prevail;  Shield  and  banner  bright 


-g5-t 


CHORUS.  # 


_-_,_^_ — ^ — *_d_tf * ^— ^-* i 


=«(==i- 


Eii3= 


Stand  firm     ev  -  ery  one  ;  Rest  your  cause    up  -  on     His     ho    -    ly      word.    Eouse  then,     soldiers  ! 
Gleaming       in     the  light ;  Battling       for     the  right  We     ne'er  can      fail. 


i^Hii^^i 


^"l?= 


ral    -  ly  round  the    banner ! 


IHSESEiEEg^SEiZES^E 


Ready, 

-It 


pass  the  word  a  -  long ; 


Onward,       forward. 


ill 


shout  aloud     Hosannah  !  Christ 


wm 


— c-« — •- 


Captain      of      the  mighty  throng. 


Oh !  thou  God  of  all, 
Hear  us  when  we  call  ; 
Help  us  one  and  all 

By  thy  grace  ; 
When  the  battle's  done, 
And  the  vict'ry  won, 
May  we  wear  the  cro%vn 

Before  thy  face.     Ch9. 


I'M  THINKING   OF  MY  SINS. 


S7 


Thus  writes  a  little  girl,  only  ten  years  of  age.  Though  so 
young,  she  felt  herself  to  be  a  sinner.  Have  you,  my  little  friend, 
been  led  to  see  that  you  too  are  a  sinner  ?  Have  you  ever 
thought  how  it  was  that  your  sins  nailed  the  dear  Saviour  to 
the  cross  V  I  pray  that  you,  like  this  little  child,  may  be  able  to 
say,  "Jesus,  forgive  my  sins,''  and  then  you  will  love  to  sing 
the  words  which  I  have  supposed  her  to  utter. 

"  Deak  Fkiend:— When  1  first  came    to  those  meetings,  1 


merely  came  to  hear  some  stories;  but  I  began  to  feel  very  dif- 
ferently, before  1  came  out,  when  one  of  the  kind  ministers 
asked  me  if  I  loved  Jesus.  I  told  him  I  did;  but  I  am  afraid  I 
told  him  a  lie:  but  when  I  went  out,  I  began  to  tliink  about  my 
sins,  and  1  prayed  to  Jesus  to  forgive  me  my  sins,  and  he  did  so, 
and  now  I  feel  happier  than  I  did  before.  Will  you  pray  for  me 
that  I  may  never  go  back  ? 

"  Your  little  friend,  ten  years  of  age." 


Written  for  this  Work.  HUBERT  P.  MAIN,   by  per. 


^m^^s^mm 


1.  I'm  thinking  of  my  sins, What  wicked  things  I've  done.  How  ve- ry  naughty    I  have  been.  Although  I  am  so  young. 

2.  How  wick-ed    is  my  heart,  How  can    I     be    forgiven, Should  I  with  earth  be  called  to  part,  1  could  not  sing  in  heaven. 

_      -Jg    _      _      _     -^-    -(•-•  -i»-      -(•-    -tm-    -0-    -(P-    -im--  -im-      -,•-    -(»-    -^    -,»-    -f-    1—    V-    -^ 


■3  But  Jesus  He  has  died 
For  little  ones  like  me; 
He  on  the  cross  was  crucified, 
From  sin  to  set  me  free. 


t  With  all  my  load  of  sin, 
I'll  go  to  Jesus'  feet, 

•I'll  tell  Him  all,  how  bad  I'vt 
His  mercy  I'll  entreat. 


5  I  know  my  prayer  He'll  hear, 
He'll  fill  my  heart  with  love, 
He'll  drive  away  my  guilty  fear, 
And  take  me  home  ahove. 


A  PRAYER. 


Tune  "Meribali, 

1  When  Thou,  my  righteous  Judge  shall  come 
To  bring  Thy  ransom'd  people  home, 

Shall  I  among  them  stand  ? 
Shall  such  a  worthless  worm  as  I, 
Who  sometimes  am  afraid  to  die. 

Be  found  at  Thy  right  hand  ? 

2  I  love  to  meet  among  them  now. 
Before  Thy  gracious  feet  to  bow. 

Though  vilest  of  them  all: 
But  can  I  bear  the  piercing  thought — 
What  if  my  name  should  be  left  out, 

When  Thou  for  them  shalt  call . 


3  Prevent,  prevent  it  by  Thy  grace; 
Be  Thou,  dear  Lord,  my  hiding-place, 

In  this  the  accepted  day: 
Thy  pardoning  voice,  oh  let  me  hear ! 
To  still  my  unbelieving  fear; 
Nor  let  me  fall,  I  pray. 
i  Let  me  among  Thy  saints  "be  found. 

Whene'er  the  archangel's  trump  shall  sound, 

To  see  Thy  smiling  face: 
Then  loudest  of  the  crowd  I'll  sing. 
While  heaven's  resounding  mansions  ring 
With  shouts  of  sovereign  grace. 

Selina,  Countess  nf  Huntingdon,  17' 


JESUS  LOVES  ME. 


Bbadbuby.    By  per. 


1.  Jesus  loves  me!  this  I  know,For  the  Bi-ble  tells  me  so;    Lit-tle  ones  to  Him  belong.They  are  weak. but 

2.  Jesus  loves  me!  He  who  died,Heaven's  gate  to  o-pen  wide;  He  will  wash  a-way  my  sin,  Let  His    lit  -  tie 

3.  Jesus  loves  me !  loves  me  still,  Tho' I'm  very  weak  and  ill;  From  his  shining  throne  onhigh,Comestowatchme 

4.  Jrsus  loves  me!  He  will  stay,  Close  beside  me  all  the  wav;    If    I  love  Him  when  I  di^     Hewilltakeme 

-4- P- r p-  ,  c — p — P-— r-r — f — ^ — r~r~r-    r.    ^    i  f.    f.    T    f^~r,.    T.    ^ 


He    is  strong.  Yes,  Jesus  loves  me,   Yes.Jesus  loves  me,  Yes,Jesus  loves  me,  The  Bi-ble  tells  me  so. 
child  come  in. 

where   I      lie.  ^ 

home  on  high.       ^      ^    :^   i^  ^  •     f:    ^    _    ^  ^     ''  •  ..    r     r«   "f'  .  V    f     f"   '-^ 


JESUS  "LIFTED  UP." 

John  12-32, 

1  Jesus  from  His  throne  on  high 
Came  into  this  world  to  die— 

That  I  might  from  sin  be  free 

Bled  and  died  upon  the  tree. 
Cko.  — Yes,  Jesus  loves  me.  etc. 

2  I  can  see  Him  even  now. 

With  his  piercdd,  thcrn-clad  brow. 
Agonizing  on  the  tree; 

Oh  !  what  love,  and  all  for  me  ! 
Cho. — Yes,  Jesus  loves  me,  etc. 

3  Now  I  feel  this  heart  of  stone 
Drawn  to  love  God's  holy  Son, 

"Lifted  up  "  on  Calvary, 

Suffering  death  and  shame  for  me, 
Cho.     Yes,  Jesus  loves  me,  etc. 


4  Jesus,  take  this  heart  of  mine, 

Make  it  pure  and  wholly  Thine; 
Thou  hast  bled  and  died  for  me, 
I  will  henceforth  live  for  Thee. 
Cho. — Yes,  Jesus  loves  me,  etc. 

E.  P.  H. 
JESUS  LOVES  ME. 

1  Jesus  loved  me  when  He  died. 
Hated,  mocked,  and  crucified, 
Died  jpy  pimishmeut  to  bear, 
Died  to  take  away  my  fear. 

Cho. — Yes,  Jesus  loves  me,  etc. 

2  Jesus  loved  me  day  by  day, 
When  I  did  not  love  or  pray; 
Then  He  drew  me  to  believe, 
And  eternal  life  receive. 

Cho. — Yes,  Jesus  loves  me,  etc. 


He  who  made  me  love  His  name, 
Safe  will  keep  His  feeble  lamb; 
Once  for  me  His  life  He  gave, 
Now  He  lives  to  bless  and  save. 
Oho.  —Yes,  Jesus  loves  me,  etc. 

4  This  my  endless  joy  will  be, 
I  love  Him  and  He  loves  me; 
He  is  my  Almighty  friend. 
Never  will  His  kindness  end  : 

Cho. — Yes,  Jesus  loves  me. 

5  Nought  His  mercy  shall  remove, 
Never  will  He  cease  to  love; 

He  will  love  me  till  I  die, 
He  will  love  eternally. 
Cho. — Yes,  Jesus  loves  me,  etc. 

Rev.  Baptist  Noel,  1868. 


SONG  EVANGEL 
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("  /  LOVE  TO  SING  <  JUST  NOW.'  ") 
It  is  not  strange  that  the  little  child  ol 
seven  yeavs^  who  wrote  these  words,  should 
love  to  sing  about  Jesus.  There  was  once 
a  little  girl  who,  President  Edwards  be- 
lieves, was  led  to  Jesus  when  she  was  only 
four  years  old;  and,  before  she  was  six 
years  old,  this  good  man  wrote  an  account 
of  her  conversion,  which  was  republished 
in  England.  For  sixty  years  she  lived  to 
honor  her  Saviour.  Tliis  little  one  talks 
as  if  she  were  one  of  the  lambs  of  Jesus. 
She  says  :  "  I  am  happy.  I  have  been 
sorry  that  I  was  such  a  sinner.  I  have 
loved  Jesus  ever  since  the  meetings  com- 
menced, and  I  hope  I  shall  love  him  till  I 
die.  I  have  been  singing  ever  since  the 
meetings  began.  I  love  'Just  now'  the 
best  of  all.  Your  little  friend,  *  *  *  seven 
years  old." 


1  "Precious  Jesus,  he  is  mine  !" 

Since  I  heard  His  loving  call 
I've  been  singing  all  the  time, 

One  sweet  hymn  is  best  of  all. 
(^0.— ||:Yes,  Jesus  loves  me,  :|| 
The  Bible  tells  me  so. 

2  Yes,  I  love  to  sing  ' '  Just  now, " 
Jesus  is  in  every  line; 

Since  1  saw  His  thorn-clad  brow, 
I've  been  happy  all  the  ttme.-C7io. 


3  Oh  !  that  all  my  little  friends 

Would  to  Jesus  come  "just  now  !" 
He  would  wash  away  their  sins, 

Lighting  up  with  joy  each  brow. 
C7iO.-||:  Yes,  come  to  Jesus,  :|| 

Oh  !  come  to  Him  just  now  !" 
E.  P.  H. 


3  Oh  !  how  can  I  longer  stay, 
Jesus  bids  me  come  to  Him ; 

I  will  give  myself  away, 

He  will  wash  away  my  sin. 
CAo.— Yes,  I  love  Jesus,  &c. 

4  Oft  my  sins  have  troubled  me, 
Then  a  cloud  was  on  my  brow; 

Now  my  Saviour  I  can  see, 
And  I'm  very  happy  now. 
Cho. — Yes,  I  love  Jesus,  &c. 

E.  P.  H. 

CHILD  DRAWN  TO  JESUS. 
1  May  a  little  child  like  me. 
Praise  and  glory  give  to  Thee  ? 
I  could  not  stand  it  any  longer,  so[      Wilt  Thou  hear  me  when  I  pray, 
Father,  bless  me  day  by  day. 
CAo.— II:  Yes,  Jeaus  loves  me,  :||  • 
The  Bible  tells  me  so. 


"/  CAN  SING  WITH  ALL  MT  HEART. 

These  are  the  words  of  a  little  girl  of 
eleven  summers,  who  says  in  her  letter  : 
"  I  wish  to  tell  you  the  way  I  gave  my  heart 
to  the  Saviour.  When  I  went  to  your 
meetings,  and  heard  you  tell  of  the  love  of) 


I  gave  myself  up  to  Jesus.  I  prayed  this 
evening  that  he  would  take  me  just  as  I 
was.  I  can  now  sing  with  all  my  heart, 
'  I  love  Jesus,  yes,  I  do.' " 


1  I  can  sing  with  all  my  heart, 
"I  love  Jesus,  yes,  I  do;" 

1  have  chosen  Him  my  "part," 

He  has  made  my  heart  all  new. 
CAo.— II :  Yes,  I  love  Jesus.  :|| 
I  know,  I  know  I  do. 

2  When  I  hear  of  Jesus'  love, 
How  to  rescue  me  He  dies. 

Then  my  stubborn  heart  is  moved. 
Tears*   gush     from    my    weeping 


CAo. 


eyes. 
-Yes,  I  love  Jesus,  &c. 


2  Yes,  the  Bible  tells  me  so. 
Yes,  I  may  to  Jesus  go; 

I  will  go  to  him  to-day. 
Never,  never  go  away.  -CAo. 

3  I  love  Jesus,  yes,  I  do,  [too; 
Won't    you   come  and  love  Him 
Come  to-day,  He  says  to  thee, 
Little  child  come  unto  Me.— C^o. 

4  Jesus,  sweetest  name  to  me. 
Help  me  Thy  dear  child  to  be; 
Bless  me  now,  and  I  will  praise 
My  dear  Saviour  all  my  days.-CAo. 

J.  A.  Neff,  1865. 
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Emily  H.  Milleb. 


/  LOVE  TO  HEAR  THE  STORY. 


^g5^gR^E^^g^pa:^^=^^^=^^g^^^g^ 


He/.  1.     I    love     to    hear  the   sto  -  ry,  Which  an-| 
2.  I'm  glad  my   bless-ed    Sav-iour  Was  once 


vol  -  ces 
child  like 


tell 
me, 


How  once  the  King  of  glo  -  ry  Came 
To  show  how  pure  and  ho  -  ly    His 


down   on 
lit  -  tie 


earth  to    dwell:  I    am    both  weak  and  sin  -  ful,   But  this      I    sure  -  ly      know,  The 

)nes  might  be:  And   if       I      try     to    fol  -  low  His  foot-steps  here  be  -  low,      He 

-»'^-^>-r-»^»-|||     I*     I    r  g ^ *>-r-g-^— f f'-T-S £-^ S-rf^r—f. 1 


Lord  came  down  to   save  me,   Be-cause  He   loved  me 
nev  -  er      will  for  -  get    me,   Be-cause  He   loved  me 


To  sing  His  love  and  mercy 

My  sweetest  songs  I'll  raise 
And  though  I  cannot  see  Him, 

I  know  He  hears  my  praise ; 
For  He  has  kindly  promised, 

That  even  I  may  go 
To  sing  among  His  angels, 

Because  He  loves  me  so.— Kef . 


1  How  many  sheep  are  straying. 

Lost  from  the  Saviour's  fold  ? 
Upon  the  lonely  mountains 

They  shiver  with  the  cold. 
Within  the  tangled  thickets, 

WTiere  poison  vines  do  creep. 
And  over  rocky  ledges, 

Wander  the  poor  lost  sheep. 


Bej. 


SEEKING  LOST  SHEEP. 
2  Oh,  who  will  go  to  find  them. 

Who,  for  the  Saviour's  sake. 
Will  search,  with  tireless  patience. 

Through  briar  and  through  brake 
Unheeding  thirst  and  hunger, 

Who  still,  from  day  to  day, 
Will  seek  as  for  a  treasure, 

The  sheep  that  go  astray.  — Re/. 


3  How  sweet  'twould  be  at  evening, 

If  you  and  I  could  say. 
Good  Shepherd,  we've  been  seeking 

The  sheep  that  went  astray; 
Heart  sore,  and  faint  with  hunger. 

We  heard  them  making  moan. 
And  lo  !  we  come  at  nightfall 

Bearing  them  safely  home. — FeJ. 
ilrs.  E.  II.  Gates. 


ALL  YE  THAT  PASS  BY. 


B.   MiLGKOTE. 


Je  -  sus  should  die  ?       Your  ran-som  and    peace,  your  Surety     He     is;  Come,  see— Come,  see— Come 
-J— J^J J-^-    :^      -      --        -        ^  J- 1 


2  The  Lord,  iu  the  day  of  His  anger,  did  lay 
Our  sins  on  the  Lamb,  and  He  bore  them  away: 
He  dies  to  atone  for  sins  not  His  own, 

11 :  The  Father  hath  punish'd  for  us  His  dear  Son. : 

3  For  sinners,  like  me.  He  died  on  the  tree; 
His  death  is  accepted,  the  sinner  is  free; 
My  pardon  I  claim,  a  sinner  I  am, 

11 :  A  sinner  believing  in  Jesus'  name.  :|| 


4  Love  moved  Him  to  die,  on  this  I  rely. 

My  Saviour  hath  loved  me,  I  cannot  tell  why; 
Bur  this  I  can  find,  we  two  are  so  jcin'd, 
11 :  He'll  not  be  in  glory,  and  leave  me  behind  !  :|| 

5  "With  joy  we  approve,  the  plan  of  His  love; 
A  wonder  to  all,  both  below  and  above ! 
When  time  is  no  more,  we  still  shall  adore 

II :  That  ocean  of  love,  without  bottom  or  shore. :[[ 
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Written  1864. 


Cheerful. 


BEAUTIFUL  RIVER 


Words  and  Music  by  Rev   R.  LOWRY. 


1  Shall  we   gath  -  er    at 

2  On      the  mar  -  gin  of 


riv  -  er  Where  bright  an  -  gel  feet  have    trod;  With  its  crys  -  tal  tide  for- 
riv  -  er,  Wash-iug    up      its  sil  -  ver    spray,  We  ■will  walk  and  worship 


er.  Flow-ing     by      the  throne  of 
er.  All      the     hap  -  py,  gold  -  en 

-mm — "^ 


God 
day. 


Yes,  we'll  gath-er    at      the      riv  -  er,     The 


beauti  -  ful,  thebeauti-fal  riv  -  er— Gath 


with  the  saints  at  the  riv-er  That  flows  by  the  throne  of  God. 


3  On  the  bosom  of  the  river, 

Where  the  Savionr-kmg  we  own, 
We  shall  meet,  and  sorrow  never 
'Neath  the  glory  of  the  throne.— C^o. 

4  Ere  we  reach  the  shining  river, 

Lay  we  every  burden  down ; 
Gracs  our  spirits  will  dpliver. 

And  provide  a  robe  and  crown.  — C%o. 


5  At  the  smiling  of  the  river, 

Rippling  with  the  Saviour's  face, 
Saints,  whom  death  will  never  sever. 
Lift  their  songs  of  saving  grace.— G^o. 

6  Soon  we'll  reach  the  shining  river. 

Soon  our  pilgrimage  will  cease; 
Sooti  our  happy  hearts  will  quiver 
With  tjie  melody  of  peace.     CJio. 


MORE  LOVE  TO  THEE,  0  CHRIST, 

> A r^ 


W.  H.  DOANE.  C>«> 

of  Devotion,"  by  pr.r. 


1.  More  love  to  Thee,    O  Christ!  More  love  to  Thee!  Hear  Thou  the  prayer  I  make,  On  hend-fd  knee 


'nd-ed  knee; 


2  Once  earthly  joy  I  craved, 
Sought  peace  and  rest; 
Now  only  Thee  I  seek, 

Give  what  is  best: 
This  nil  my  prayer  shall  be. 
More  love,  O  Christ,  to  Thee, 
More  love  to  Thee!  ff 


3  Let  sorrow  do  its  work, 

Send  grief  and  pain; 
Sweet  are  Thy  messengers, 

Sweet  their  refrain; 
When  they  can  sing  with  me,  - 
More  love,  O  Christ  to  Thee, 

More  love  to  Thee! 

christian;  go  and  tell  of  jesus. 


4  Then  shall  my  latest  breath 
Wbisper  Thy  f) raise; 

This  be  the  parting  cry 
My  heart  shall  raise: 

This  still  its  prayer  shall  be. 

More  love,  0  Chnst,  to  Thee 
More  love  to  Thee  ! 


Tune,  "  Shall  we  gather  at  the  ; 

1  Christian,  go  and  tell  to  Jesus, 

How  He.  died  to  save  our  souls; 
How  that  He  from  sin  might  free  us, 
Siiffered  agonies  untold. 
Iho. — Yes,  we'll  go  and  tell  of  Jesus, 

Tue  pure  and  holy,  meek  and  lowly  Jesus; 
Yes,  we'll  go  and  tell  of  Jesus, 
Who  died  our  souls  to  save. 

2  Tell  th  -.  guilty  of  their  danger. 

While  they  wander  far  from  God ; 


ver," p.  62. 

While  they  live  to  Christ  a  stranger, 

And  reject  His  precious  Word. — Cho. 
Tell  them  of  the  joys  of  heaven, 

Purchased  by  the  Savioiir's  blood; 
How  that  they  might  be  forgiven, 

Jesus  left  His  home  above.  — CAo. 
Tell  them  hovi^  He  hath  ascended, 

To  prepare  a  home  on  high; 
Where  all  sorrows  shall  be  ended. 

Where  the  good  shall  never  die.  —  Cho.  /:.  r.  u. 


04: 


TEE  BETTER  LAND. 


Wm.  B.  Bradbury. 
From  the  "  Golden  Chain,'''  by  per. 

Chorus. 


Whither,  pilgrims,  are  you  go  -  ing,    Go-ingeach  with  staff  in   hand?  i 

We    are    go  -  ing    on       a    jour-ney,   Go -ing   at   our  King's  command;  f    0  -  vcr  hills,  and  plains,  and 
Fear  ye    not   the   way     so  lone  -  ly,    You,  a      lit  -   tie     fee-  Lie   baud  ?  [ 

No,  for  friends  unseen  are  near    us.    Ho  -  ly    aia  -  gels  round  us  stand;  \  Christ  our  lead-er,  walks  be  - 


val  -  leys.   We   are      go  -    ing     to     His     pal  -  ace.  We    are 
side     lis,     He  will  guard,  and  He   will  guide 


. .  -    —      go  -   ing    to    His    pal  -  ace.     Go  -  ing 
He   will  guard,  and  He  will  guide    us,  Guide  us 


to      the  bet  -  ter    land ; 
to      the  bet  -  ter    land; 


1 — 'y 

We   are      go  -     ing     to     His     pal  -  ace.   Go  -  ing    to 
Ho   will  guard,  and   He  will  guide  us.  Guide  us     to 


the  bet  -  ter  land, 
the  bet  -  ter  land. 


3  Tell  me,  pilgrims,  what  you  hope  for 
In  that  far-off,  better  land? 
Spotless  robes  and  crowns  of  glory 

From  a  Saviour's  loving  hand; 
We  shall  drink  of  life's  clear  river 
We  shall  dwell  Avith  God  forever, 
I :  We  shall  dwell  with  God  forever 
In  that  bright,  that  better  land.  :|| 


4  Pilgrims,  may  we  travel  with  you 
To  that  bright  and  better  land  ? 
Come  and  welcome,  come  and  welcome, 

Welcome  to  our  pilgrim  band. 
Come,  O  come  !  and  do  not  leave  us, 
Christ  is  waiting  to  receive  us, 
11:  Christ  is  waiting  to  receive  us, 

In  that  bright,  that  better  land.  :|| 


Words  hy  ReV.  Alfked  Taylor 


OUR  WORK  SONG. 


Music  by  T.  E.  PERKINS. 
From  •'  Scmgs  of  Salvation,"  by  per. 


1.  Work,  for  the  Mas-ter    call-eth     ns     to  -  day;  Work,  precious  souls  to  save;  Work  while  the  houis  are 

2.  Work, with  a     spir  -  it     full    of     Je-sus'  love!  Work, with  a  -  joy-ful    song;  Work,  for  the    glo  -  ry 


passing  swift  a-way ;  Work  with  soul  tnie  and  brave.  God  be  near  us, help  us  to-day!  God  watch  o  -  ver  us 
wait-ing  us     a-bove ;  Work,  with  heart  firm  and  sti'ong! 


lest     we  stray; 


Fa  -  ther,  in  mer  -  oy   keep    us     all    the  way;     Je  -  sus,  hear 

-m-  ^     -0.     ^.  .  tt^.         ^  ^     -IS-      .0.      i       ^ 


us  when   we  pray. 


3  Work,  for  the  vineyard  waiting  for  us  stands ; 
Work,  while  there  yet  is  light; 
Work  with  a  cheerful  heart  and  willing  hands; 
Work,  for  soon'  cometh  night. 


4  Work,  till  the  golden  harvest  fills  the  field; 
Work,  in  the  Saviour's  might;; 
Work,  for  the  joy  the  reaping  time  shall  yiald; 
Work  for  the  mansions  of  light;. 


DEDHAM. 


a  M. 


From  Gardner. 

^  I,    I      I 


■S5g3: 


sii^i^S^ 


.1  BLESSING  ON  THE  WORD. 

1  Once    more    we    come  before  our 
Once  more  His  blessing  ask: [God; 

O  may  not  duty  seem  a  load, 
Noi-  worship  prove  a  task. 

2  Father,     Thy     quick'ning     Sph-it 

send 
Prom  heaven,  in  Jesus'  name, 
And  bid  our  waiting  minds  attend, 
Aud  put  our  souls  in  frame. 

3  May  we  receive  the  word  we  hear, 
Each  in  an  honest  heart; 

And  keep  the  precious  treasure  there. 
And  never  with  it  part. 

4  To  seek  Thee,  all  our  hearts  dis- 
To  each  Thy  blessings  suit;  [pose 

And  let  the  seed  Thy  servant  sows, 
Produce  abundant  fruit. 

J.  Hart,  1762. 

DYING  LOVE  OT  JESUS. 

1  To  Calvary,  Lord,  in  spirit  now 
Our  weary  souls  repair. 

To  dwell  upon  Thy  dyiug  love,  - 
Aud  taste  its  sweetness  there. 

2  Sweet  resting-place  of  every  heart 
That  feels  the  plague  of  sin, 

Yet  knows  that  deep  mysterious  joy, 
The  peace  of  God  within. 


hour  of 


^fcita^giSi 


3  There,     through    Thine 

deepest  woe. 
Thy  suffering  spirit  passed; 
Grace    there    its    wondrous  victory 
And  love  endured  its  last,  [gain'd, 

4  Dear  suffering  Lamb!  Thy  bleeding 
With  cords  of  love  divine,  [wounds, 

Have   drawn    our   willing   hearts  to 
Thee, 
And  link'd  our  life  with  Thine. 

5  Thy   sympathies    and    hopes    are 
Dear  Lord  !  we  wait  to  see    [ours; 

Creation,  all— below,  above, 
Bedeem'd  and  blest  by  Thee. 

Sir  Edward  Denny,  1839. 
PRAYER. 

1  In   Thy  great  name,  O  Lord,  we 
To  worship  at  Thy  feet:         [come 

Oh,  pour  Thy  Holy  Spirit  down 
On  all  that  now  shall  meet. 

2  We  come  to  hear  Jehovah  speak, 
To  hear  the  Saviour's  voice; 

Thy  face  and  favor,  Lord,  we  seek. 
Now  make  our  hearts  rejoice. 

3  Teach  us  to  pray,  and  praise,  and' 


4  Let    sinners    now    Thy   goodness 
And  saints  rejoice  in  Thee;  [prove. 

Let  rebels  be  subdu'd  by  love, 
And  to  the  Saviour  flee. 

Joseph  Hoskins,  1788. 

DOING  FOR  JESUS. 

1  What  can  I  do  for  Thee,  my  Lord, 
What  can  I  do  for  Thee  ? 

Who  didst  the  mighty  grace  afford, 
That  sets  the  bondman  free  ? 

2  What  can  I  do  for  Thee,  my  Lord. 
Eeluctant  souls  to  win  ? 

Pa  ieuce  Divine,  and  light  accord. 
To  turn  these  souls  from  sin. 

3  Wliat  can  I  do  for  Thee,  my  Lord, 
Thy  needy  saints  to  bless  ? 

I'll  seek  that  wanderers  be  restored 
To  paths  of  light  and  peace. 

4  What  can  I  do  for  Thee,  my  Lord  ? 
'I'hy  church  my  thoughts  employ; 

Her  welfare  claims  the  wealth  I  hoard, 
Her  triumphs  croMTi  my  joys. 

5  What  can  I  do  for  Thee,  my  Lord  ? 
What  can  I  do  for  Thee  ? 


;il  us  lu  pray,  iiuu.    ijitj.io<^,  u.ij.^ , 

And  understand  Thy  word;   [hear, !  A  martyr  soul,  I  ^^t  Thy  word, 
To  feel  Thy  blissful  presence  near,     |      I  serve  Thee,  only  ihee. 

And  trust  our  living  Lord.  I  ,  Rev.  A.  S.  Cheesebrough,  1873. 


a  SING  OF  HIS  MIGHTY  LOVE. 
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Dr.  F.   BOTTOME. 


Wm.  B.  Bradbury. 


1.  0,  bliss   of    the  pu  -  ri-fied!  bliss    of    the  free! 

2.  O,  bliss   of    the  pu  -  ri  -  Heel !    Je  -  sus     is  mine, 


I       plunge  in     the  crimson  tide    opened  for   me! 
No      long-er     in  dread  con-dem- na-tion     I    pine; 


0,  sing    of  His  migh-ty  love,  Ring    of  His  migh-ty  love,  Sing    of    His  mighty  love — mighty  to 


mM 


O,  bliss  of  the  purified  !  bliss  of  the  pure  ! 
No  wound  hath  the  soul  that  His  blood  caimot  cure, 
No  sorrow-bowed  head  but  may  sweetly  find  rest, 
No  tears — but  may  dry  them  on  Jesu.'^'':;  bre  ist. 
O,  sing  of  His  mighty  love.  &c: 


0,  Jesus  the  crucified !  Thee  will  I  sing  I 
My  blessed  Redeemer  !  my  God,  and  my  King! 
My  soul  filled  with  rapture  shall  shout  o'er  the  gr;. 
And  triumph  in  death  in  the  jhcihtt  to  sate  ! 
O  sing  of  His  mighty  love,  Ac. 
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Miss  Amelia  Matilda  Hcll,  I860. 


LIFE  FOR  A  LOOK. 

**  Zool-  unio  Ilim  and  be  saved '^ 


I     .    (There  is   life    for    a   look    at    the  Cm  -  ci  -  fied  One ;  There  is    life    at   this  mo-ment  iox  thee; 
1  \     Then    look,  sinner — look  un  -  to  Him,and   be  saved — Un-to  Him  who  was  nailed  to    the  tree. 

'   e — :r— ^ — « — ^ — »-, ^ — ^ — ^ ^ — ^— n- 0 — * ^ 


Look    un  -  to  Him,        look      nn  -  to  Him,     Un  -  to     Him    who  was  nailed  to     the    tree. 


Oh!  why  was  He  there  as  the  bearer  of  sin, 

If  on  Jesus  thy  sins  were  not  laid? 
Oh!  why  from  His  side  flowed  the  sin-cleansing  blood, 

If  His  dying  thy  debt  has  not  jjaid  ? 
We  are  healed  by  His  stripes ; — would'st  thou  add  to  the 

And  He  is  our  righteousness  made:  [word? 

The  best  robe  of  heaven  He  bids  thee  put  on ; 

Oh!  could'st  thou  be  better  arrayed? 


4  Then  doubt  not  thy  welcome,  since  God  has  declared, 

There  remaineth  no  more  to  be  done ; 
That  once  in  the  end  of  the  world  He  appeared, 
And  completed  the  whole  He  begun. 

5  But  take,  with  rejoicing,  from  Jesus  at  once 

The  life  everlasting  He  gives; 
And  know,  with  assurance,  thou  never  canst  die, 
,    Since  Jesus,  thy  righteousness,  lives. 


LOJ^^G  TIME  AGO. 


1  Jesus  did  on  Calvary's  mountain. 

Long  time  ago ; 
And  salvation's  rolling  fountain, 
Now  freely  flows. 

2  Once  His  voice  in  tones  of  pHy, 

Midted  in  woe. 
And  He  wept  o'er  Judah's  city, 
Long  time  ago. 


3  On  His  head  the  dews  of  midnight 

Fell,  long  ago; 
Now  a  crown  of  dazzling  sunlight 
Sits  on  His  brow. 

4  Jesus  died — yet  lives  forever. 

No  more  to  die — 
Bleeding  Jesus,  blessed  Saviour, 
Now  reigns  on  high! 


5  Now  in  heaven,  He's  interceding 
For  dying  men, 
Soon  He'll  finish  all  Plis  pleading, 
And  come  again. 
G  Budding  fig-trees  tell  that  summer 
Daw  ns  o'er  the  land, 
Signs  portend  that  Jesus'  coming, 
Is  near  at  hand.  - 

E.  P.  H. 


WHITER  THAN  SNOW. 


Words  by  JAMES  NICHOLSON. 


"i 1 r 

t-ant  ThL-e  for- 
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Music  by  Jno.  R.  Sweeny,  by  per. 


1.  Dear  Je-sus,    I    long      to   be  per-fect- ly  whole;      I  want  Thte  for- ev  -  er     to     live  in   my  soul; 
Dear  Je  -  sus,  let  noth  -  ing  nn  -  ho  -  ly    re- main;     Ap- ply  thine  own  blood, and  ex-tract  ev- 'ry  stain; 


3  Dear  Jesus,  come  down  from  Thy  throne  in  the 
And  help  me  to  make  a  complete  sacrifice;  [skies, 
I  give  up  myself,  and  whatever  I  know; — 

Now  wash  me,  and  I  shall  be  whiter  than  snow. 
Cho.  — Whiter  than  snow ;  yes,  whiter  etc. 

4  Dear  Jesus,  Thou  see'st  I  patiently  wait; 
Come  now,  and  within  me  a  new  heart  create; 

To  those  who  have  sought  Thee,  Thou  never  saidst 

no, — 
Now  wash  me,  and  I  shall  be  whiter  than  snow. 
C!4o.— Whiter  than  snow:  ves,  whiter,  etc. 


Dear  Jesus,  for  this  I  most  humbly  entreat; 

1  wait,  blessed  Lord,  at  Thy  crucified  feet; 

By  faith,  for  my  cleansing,  I  see  Thy  blood  flow, — 

Now  wash  me,  and  I  shall  be  whiter  than  snow. 

C%o.— Whiter  than  snow;  yes,  whiter,  etc. 
The  blessing,  by  faith,  I  receive  from  above ; 
Oh,  glory  !  my  soul  is  made  perfect  in  love; 
My  prayer  has  prevailed,  and  this  moment  I  know 
The  blood  is  applied,  I  am  whiter  than  snow. 

Cho. — Whiter  than  snow:  yes,  v/hiter  than  snow. 
Dear  Jesus,  Thy  blood  makes  me  whiter  than  snow. 


JESUS  OF  NAZARETH  PASSETH  BY.  wm. 


B.  BRADBtXKY .     By  per. 

■B- 


2  E'en  children  feel  the  potent  spell, 
And  haste  their  new-found  joj-  to  tell; 
lu  crowds  they  to  the  place  repair, 
Where  Christians  daily  bow  in  pi;ayer. 

II :  Hosannas  mingle  with  the  cry, 

"  Jesns  of  Nazareth  passeth  by  !"  :j| 

3  Jesus !  'tis  He  who  once  below, 

Man's  pathway  trod,  'mid  pain  and  woe ; 
And  burdened  hearts,  wheie'er  he  came, 
Brought  out  their  sick,  and  deaf,  and  lame; 
I|:  Blind  men  rejoiced  to  hear  the  crj", 
"Jesus  of  Nazareth  passeth  by  !"  :|| 


4  Again  He  comes,  from  place  to  place 
His  holy  foot-print-s  we  can  trace; 
He  pauses  at  our  threshold—  nay, 
He  enters,  condescends  to  stay  ! 
Shall  we  not  gladly  raise  the  cry. 
"Jesus  of  Nazareth  passeth  by'?'" 

Ho,  all  ye  heavy-laden,  come! 
Here's  pardon,  comfort,  rest,  a  home: 
Lost  wanderers  from  a  Father's  face, 
Ketnrn,  accept  His  proffered  grace  ! 
Ye  tempted !  there's  a  refuge  nigh, 
"Jesus  of  Nazareth  passeth  by  !"  :j| 
But  if  you  still  this  call  refuse. 
And  daVe  such  wondrous  love  abuse, 
Soon  will  He  sadly  from  you  turn, 
Your  bitter  prayer  in  justice  spurn: 
"Too  late!  too  late!"  will  be  the  cry, 
"Jesus  of  Nazareth  has  passed  by!" 


SONG  EVANGEL 
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HYMN  FOR  REVIVAL  SEASONS. 

1  0  iiappy  day,  blest  day  of  grace ! 
When  Jesus  shows  his  smiling  fa-.e, 
And  bids  the  weary  wanderer  come, 
And  find  in  Him  sweet  rest,  at  home. 
The  cross  uplifted  draws  ns  near, 
The  Spu'it  whispers  words  of  cheer, 
And  waits  repenting  souls  to  bless 
In  this  glad  day,  this  day  of  grace. 

2  Then  hasten,  all  who  feel  your  need, 
From  sin's  dread  burden  to  be  freed ; 
To  Calvary's  Yictim  look  and  live, 
He  only  can  salvation  give. 

Long  have  you  pleasure  sought  in  vain, 
And  found  but  weariness  in  pain; 
Oh  come,  your  sinful  steps  retrace, 
Improve  this  blessed  day  of  grace. 

3  Now  listen  to  the  gospel's  sound. 
Seek  Jesus  where  He  may  be  found, 
In  Him,  the  Father  reconciled, 
Will  own  and  bless  you  aa  His  chUd. 
Oh,  will  you  longer  slight  His  love, 
And  grieve  away  the  Heavenly  Dove  ? — 
Refuse  the  Saviour  to  embrace, 

And  perish  in  this  day  of  grace  ? 

4  Forbid  it.  Lord  !  Thy  power  display, 
And  draw  these  lingering  souls  to-day; 
Convince  of  sin,  Thy  grace  impart 

To  cleanse  and  sanctify  the  heart. 
May  many  hear  Thy  gracious  voice. 
And  in  Thy  pardoning  love  rejoice. 
Who  in  eternity  shall  praise 
Thee  for  this  blessed  day  of  grace. 

J/iss  Campbell. 


THE  ATONING  BLOOD. 


1  When  first  o'erwhelm'd  with  sin  and  shame, 
To  Jesus'  cross  I  trembling  came; 
Burden'd  with  guilt,  and  lull  of  fear, 

Yet  di-awn  by  Love,  I  ventured  near, 
II :  And  pardon  found,  and  peace  with  God, 
In  Jesus'  rich  atoning  blood.  :|| 

2  My  sin  is  gone,  my  fear  is  o'er, 

I  shun  His  presence  now  no  more; 
He  sits  upon  the  throne  of  grace. 
He  bids  me  boldly  seek  His  face; 
II :  Sprinkled  upon  the  throne  of  God, 
I  see  that  rich  atoning  blood.  :|| 

3  Before  His  face  my  Priest  appearsi; 
My  Advocate  the  Father  heais: 
That  precious  blood,  before  His  eyes, 
Both  day  and  night  for  mercy  cries; 

II :  It  speaks,  it  ever  speaks  to  God — 
The  voice  of  that  atoning  blood.  :|| 

4  By  faith  that  voice  I  also  hear; 

It  answers  doubt,  it  stills  each  fear; 
Th'  accuser  seeks  in  vain  to  move 
The  wrath  of  Him  whose  name  is  Love; 
II :  Each  charge  against  the  sons  of  God 
Is  silenced  by  th'atoning  blood.  :|| 

5  Here  I  can  rest  without  a  fear; 
By  thirst  to  God  I  now  draw  near; 
By  this,  I  triumph  over  sin. 

For  this  has  made  and  keeps  me  clean; 
II :  And  when  I  reach  the  throne  of  God, 
I'll  praise  that  rich  ATONING  BLOOD. 

Jas.  Gfo.  Deck.imi. 
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From  "Song  Li) 


SWEEPING  THROUGH  THE  GATES. 

by  per.    Philip  Phillips. 


T.  C.  O'Kane. 


1.  Who,  who   arr;  these  be -side    the  chil  -  ly  wave,    Just   on     the  bor-ders    of     the    si  -  lent  grave, 

2.  These,  these  are  they  who    iii    their  youthful  days  Found  Je  -  sus   ear  -  ly    and    in   wisdom's  ways, 

3.  These,  these  are  they  who    in       af -flic-tion's  woes    Ev  -  er  have  found  in      Je  -  sus  calm  re-  pose, 


Shouting    Je  -  sus  pow'r  to    savejWash'din  the  blood  of  the  Lamb : 

Prov'd  th^    full -ness     of  His  grace,Wash'din  the  blood  of  the  Lamb: 

Siich    as   from      a    pure  heart  flowSflV ash' din  the  blood  of  the  Lamb : 

H« — ^ — f»  II  "rti"  J 


Sweeping  thro'  the  gates"  to   the 


New    Je- ru- sa-lem,  "Wash'd  in    the  blood  of   the    Lamb." "Sweeping  thro' the  gates"  to     the 


New  Je-ru-  sa-lem, '  'Wash'd  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb. " 

^ ^-^ 


These,  these  are  they  who  in  the  conflict  dire 
Boldly  have  stood  amid  the  hottest  fire ; 
Jesus  now  says,   "  Come  up  higher," 
Wash'd  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb : 
C7io.— Sweeping,  &c. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


PASS  ME  NOT. 


W.  H.  DOANE.  fy  Q 

From  "Songs  of  Devotion,"  by  per,        4  <5 


1.  Pass  me  not, 

2.  Let    me     at 


O    gen  -  tie   Sav-iour,  Hear  my   humble   cr}' ; 
a  throne  of  mer  -  cy    Find    a   sweet  re  -  lief ; 


■\Vhile   on   oth-ers  Thou   art  smil-ing, 
Kneel-ing  there  in  deep   con-tri-  tion, 


Do    not  pass  me    by. 
Help    my  un  -  be  -  lief. 


-| -p — ^     ■  -S-    -^- 

Sav  -  iour,     Sav-iour,  hear  my  humble    cry, 


While  on  oth  -  ers  Thou  art 


3  Trusting  only  in  Thy  merit, 
Would  I  seek  Thy  face; 
Heal  my  wounded,  broken  spirit. 
Save  me  by  Thy  grace. — Cho. 


4  Thou  the  spring  of  all  my  comfort, 
More  than  life  to  me ; 
Whom  have  I  on  earth  beside  Thee? 
Whom  in  heaven  but  Thee. — Cho. 


1  Art  thou  weary  ?  art  thou  languid  ? 
Art  thou  sore  distressed  ? 
Come  to  Me,  satth  One,  and,  coming. 
On  My  bosom  rest. — Cho. 
C%o.— Doubting  sinner. 

Doubt  not,  but  believe. 
He  who  saved  ten  thousand  others. 
He  will  thee  receive. 


DOUBT  NOT,  BUT  BELIEVE.     85  £  5s. 

2  B}'  what  tokens  may  I  know  Him, 
When  I  seek  my  guide  ? 

In  His  feet  and  hands  are  nail-prints, 
Spear  wound  in  His  aide.— Cho. 

3  If  I  ask  Him  to  receive  me. 
Will  He  say  me  nay. 

Not  till  earth  and  not  till  heaven 
Shall  have  passed  away.  — C%o. 

J.  U.  KeaU. 


7* 


A    CHILD'S  PRAYER. 


I  wonder  if  my  little  reader  can  say,  -with  this  dear  boy,  "  I 
prayed,  and  now  I  feel  happy  in  Jesus.  I  think  that  I  have  found 
Jeeus  now.  The  first  Sunday  you  were  here,  I  thought  I  would 
go  to  hear  some  stories.  I  went  to  the  meeting.  I  thought  very 
(iiflferent  when  you  told  about  little  Jemmy;  and  when  1  was  go- 
ing home  I  saw  some  little  children  crying  for  their  sins.  I  felt 
that  I  was  a  sinner,and  when  I  got  home  I  did  not  feel  very  happy, 

E.  P.  H. 


so  I  went  and  prayed,  and  felt  better;  and  since  then  I  have  given 
my  heart  to  Jesus,  and  I  thinli  that  he  has  accepted  it.  Yester- 
day I  was  singing  out  of  your  Hymn  Book,  and  I  felt  so  happy 
that  I  knelt  right  down  where  I  was  and  prayed;  and  now  I  feel 
happy  in  Jesus,  and  want  to  work  for  Him.  Please  pray  for  me 
that  I  may  feel  so  all  the  time.     Your  little  friend,  ." 


Wm.  B.  Bradbury,  by  per. 


2  My  little  prayers  I've  often  said 
With  eyelids  closed  and  bowdd  head; 
But  oh,  I'm  very  much  afraid 

That  with  my  heart  I've  never  prayed. 

3  But  now,  O  God,  be  pleased  to  take 
Away  this  heart  for  Jesus'  sake ; 
Oh,  give  me  one  that  Imtes  to  pray, 
And  read  the  Bible  every  day. 

i  Show  me  how,  on  the  cruel  tree, 
Jesus  has  bled  and  died  for  me; 
Help  me  to  givo  myself  to  Him, 
That  I  may  hate  and  flee  from  sin. 

5  And  now,  0  Lord,  hear  this  my  prayer; 
Keep  me  beneath  Thy  watchful  care; 
And  when  I  die,  be  pleased  to  take 
My  soul  to  heaven,  for  Jesus'  sake. 


^      -        ^ r 

THJS  LOVE  OF  JESUS. 

1  I  know  'tis  Jesus  loves  my  soul, 

And  makes  the  wounded  spirit  whole; 
My  nature  is  by  sin  defiled. 
Yet  Jesus  loves  a  little  child. 

2  How  kind  is  Jesus,  ish,  how  good  ! 
'Twas  for  my  soul  He  shed  His  bloot" : 
For  children's  sake  He  was  reviled, 
For  Jesus  loves  a  little  child. 

3  When  I  offend,  by  thought  or  tongue 
Omit  the  right,  or  do  the  wi'ong. 

If  I  repaut.  He's  reconciled, 
For  Jesus  loves  a  little  child. 

4  To  me  may  Jesus  now  impart. 
Although  so  young,  a  gracious  ho.  iL; 
Alas !  I'm  oft  by  sin  defiled, 

Yot  Jenus  loves  c.  littlo  child. 


CHRIST  WEEPING  OVER  SINNERS.    (Retreat) 


1  The  Son  of  God  o'er  sinners  weeps, 

Because  they  "will  not  hear  His  cry  ! 

How  hard  the  heart  must  be  that  keeps 

Its  love  from  Him  who  came  to  die ! 

2  Oh  !  Jesus,  make  us  more  like  Thee, 

That  we  may  warn,  but  yet  with  tears; 
And  then  from  wrath  will  sinners  flee. 

And  Thou  wilt  shield  them  from  their  fears. 

3  Oh  !  draw  us  nearer  to  Thy  heart. 

That  we  may  feel  its  throbs  of  love; 
Then  when  we  preach,  the  tears  will  start. 
And  all  will  seek  a  home  above. 

4  Oh  !  sinners,  think  of  Him  who  shed 

For  you  His  tears  of  heartfelt  grief; 

Oh !  come  and  trust  in  Him  who  bled. 

That  you  from  sin  might  find  relief. 

THIRSTING  FOR  THE  FULNESS  OF  LOVE. 

1  I  thirst.  Thou  wounded  Lamb  of  God, 
To  wash  me  in  Thy  cleansing  blood : 
To  dwell  within  Thy  wounds:  then  pain 
Is  sweet,  and  life  or  death  is  gain. 

2  Take  my  poor  heart,  and  let  it  be 
Forever  closed  to  all  but  Thee: 

Seal  Thou  mj'  breast,  and  le^  me  wear 
That  pledge  of  love  forever  there. 


11    I  "^ ^1 — i— r-r^-' -r= 

How  blest  are  they  who  still  abide 
Close  shelter'd  in  Tliy  bleeding  side ! 
Who  thetice  their  life  and  strength  derive, 
And  by  Thee  move,  and  in  Thee  live. 

4  What  are  our  works  but  sin  and  death, 
Till  Thou  Thy  quick'ning  Spirit  breathe  ? 
Thou  giv'st  the  power  Thy  grace  to  move; 
b  wondrous  gi-ace !  O  boundless  love  ! 

Tr.  by  J.  Wesley. 
THE  MERCY-SEAT. 

1  From  every  stormy  wind  that  blows, 
From  every  swelling  tide  of  woes. 
There  is  a  calm,  a  sure  retreat, 

'Tis  found  beneath  the  mercy-seat. 

2  There  is  a  place  where  Jesus  sheds 
The  oil  of  gladness  on  our  heads; 

A  place  than  all  besides  more  sweet, 
It  is  the  blood-bought  mercy-seat. 

3  There  is  a  scene  where  spirits  blend, 
Where  friend  holds  fellowship  with  friend, 
Though  sundered  far,  by  faith  they  meet 
Around  one  common  mercy-seat. 

Hxigh  Siowell,  1&27. 
DOJTOLOGr. 
To  God  the  Father,  God  the  Son, 
And  God  the  Spirit.  Three  in  One, 
Be  honor,  praise   and  glory  given, 
By  all  on  earth,  and  all  in  heaven. 


WORK,  FOR  THE  NIGHT  IS  COMING. 


Db.  L.  Mason. 
Song  Garden,'^  by  per. 


1  Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 

Work  thro'  the  morning  hours; 
Work  while  the  dew  is  sparkling, 

Work  'mid  springing  flowers: 
Work  when  the  day  grows  brighter. 

Work  in  the  glowing  sun; 
Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 

When  man's  work  is  done. 


2  Work,  for  the  night  is  coming. 

Work  in  the  sunny  noon ; 
Fill  brightest  hours  with  labor. 

Rest  comes  sure  and  soon. 
Give  every  flying  minute 

Something  to  keep  in  store: 
Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 

When  man  works  no  more. 


3  Work,  for  the  night  is  coming. 

Under  the  simset  skies; 
While  their  bright  tints  are  glowing. 

Work,  for  the  daylight  flies. 
Work  till  the  last  beam  fadeih, 

Fadeth  to  shine  no  more; 
Work  while  the  night  is  darkening. 

When  man's  work  is  over. 


)Vords  hy  W.  BENNETT. 


THINE,  lORD,  FOREVER 


Hubert  P.  Main.    By  per. 


1.  Thine, Lord, for  -  ev  -  er !  Purchas'd  by  blood  di-vine,    Eescued  and  saved  by  Thee,  Lord,  I     am  Thine! 

2.  Thine. Lord, for  -  ev  -  er !  Thro'  storm  and  tempest  wild.  Trusting  con-fid-ing-  ly,        I     am  Tliy  child! 

I 


3  Thine,  Lord,  forever! 

Cheered  by  Thy  precious  word, 
Thro'  darkness,  doubts,  and  fears; 
Thine,  Thine,  0  Lord, 


4  Thine,  Lord,  forever! 

Though  death  shall  lay  me  low, 
E'en  in  that  dreadtiil  hour 
Thine,  Lord,  I  know  ! 


Thine,  Lord,  fore^ 

When  safe  before  Thy  throne 
I  stand,  forevemiore 

Thine,  Thine,  alone!.- 


JESUS  DIED  FOR  ME 


E.  P.  II.     1S73. 


J.  T.  Grape.     By  per. 
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1.  A     lit  -  tie  child  I  pray,  My  dear-est  Lord  to  Tiiee ;  Take  all  my  sins  a-  way.Aud  grant  Thy  love  to  me. 

2.  A     sin-ner,Lord,am   I,      I     feel     it    in  my  heart;  If      I  were  called  to  die, Then  thou  and  I  must  part. 

3.  But  Je  -  sus  He  has  bled  Up  -  on   the  cruel  tree  ;'Twas  there  He  bow'd  His  head.  And  agonized    lor  me. 

4.  Dear  Je  -  sus,     I  am  thine,  I  love  to  sing  Thy  praise,  Thy  home  shall  now  be  mine.  Throughout  eternal  days. 

^2  -m-  •  -m-  -^- r^  -i^-  ■  -f-  ft-       

M         I  ~*  r       r     u     !*   M         I — ~'  i        i** — 1^ — 1»— H h^  r       w^g — 1»— LL — 0 


Chorus. 


Je-sus  died  for  me,     I  will  sing  His  praise;  From  my  sins  He  sets  me  free,  I'll  serve  Him  all   my  days. 
Last  Cho.  Je-sus  died  for  thee.  Wilt  thou  trust  in  Him;  From  thy  sins  He'll  set  thee  free,  And  give  thee  peace  within. 


ALL  TO  CHRIST  I  OWE. 

1  I  hear  the  Saviour  say, 

Tliy  strengh  indeed  is  small; 
Child  of  weakness,  watch  and  pray 
Find  in  Me  thy  all  in  all. 

Clm.  —Jesus  paid  it  all, 

All  to  Him  I  owe, 
Sin  had  left  a  crimson  stain ; 
He  washed  it  white  as  snow. 

2  Lord  now  indeed  I  find, 

Thy  blood  and  Thine  alone, 
Can  change  the  lepers  spots, 
And  melt  the  heart  oi  stone. 
Cho. — Jesus  paid,  &c. 


3  Then  down  beneath  His  cross 

I'll  lay  my  sin-sick  sonl. 
For  naught  have  I  to  bring — 
Thy  grace  must  make  me  whole, 
Cho. — Jesus  paid,  &c. 

4  And  then  complete  in  Him, 

My  robe  His  righteousness, 
Close  sheltered  'neath  His  side, 
I  am  divinely  blest. — 
C/jo.— Jesus  paid,  &c. 

5  Wlien  from  mj  dying  bed, 

My  ransomed  soul  shall  rise. 
Then  "Jesus  paid  it  all," 
Shall  rend  the  vaulted  skies. 
Cho.  —Jesus  paid,  &c. 

Mrs.  M.  E.  Hall. 


REDEEMING  WORK  IS  DONE. 

1  Eedeeming  work  is  done; 

The  debt  of  sin  is  paid; 
The  precious  Lamb  of  God, 
My  sacrifice  is  made. 

2  I'll  bow  at  Jesus'  feet. 

And  plead  His  grace  so  free ; 
111  wash  me  in  His  blood, 
That  blood  was  shed  for  me. 

3  Yes.  Jesus  paid  it  all,  ^ 

To  Him  the  glory  be; 
His  love  my  pardon  sj)eaks, 
And  grace  has  set  me  free. 

Fanntj  J.  Crosby.     1860. 


Rev.  Geo.  Coles. 


1.  Je  -   sus,    my    All,    to  lieav'n  is    gone— He  Nvhom   I      fix     my  liopes  up  -  on ;       liis  track    I      see    and 

2.  This       is    the  way     I   lon><  hadsouglit,  And  mouined  because     I   foimd    it      not;       My  grief    a      bu 


I'll    pur  -  sue       The   nar-  row 
long  had  been,      Be-cause 


way   till  Him      1    view, 
was  not  yavedfrom  sin. 


The    way 


ho  -  ly     pro-pliets  went,     The 


The    more     I   strove    a  -  gainst   its  power, 

-&-  _  -0>-  -I*-  _      "  -If-  -0- 


way  that  leads  from  banishment,  The  King's  highway  of 
felt  its  weiglit  and  guilt  the  more  ;    Till    late     I  heard  my 


ho   -  li  -  ness.      111    go,  for    all  His  paths  are  peace. 
Saviour  say, — "Cqmelutlier,  soul^;  ^     am    the  way."" 


HE  A  YEN. 
1  There  is  a  glorious  world  on  high, 
Eesplendent  with  eternal  day; 
Faith  views  the  blissful  prospect  nigh, 

While  God's  own  word  reveals  the  way. 
There  shall  the  favorites  of  the  Lord 

With  never-fading  lustre  shine; 
Surprising  honor,  vast  reward, 
Conferred  on  man  by  love  divine  ! 
SILOAM. 
Within  the  Kedron's  rocky  dell, 

Beneath  Moriah's  frowning  face; 
Siloam's  waters  often  tell 
Of  Jesus'  love  and  wondrous  grace; 


There  softly  flows  Siloam's  rill. 

As  in  the  day  Isaiah  sang; 
'Twas  there  the  blind  man's  heart  did  thrill. 

While  with  his  song  the  valley  rang. 

2  Siloam  means  ' '  one  sent  fi-om  God, " 
Such  is  the  lovely  name  it  bears; 
It  teaches  that  from  His  abode, 

Are  blessings  that  should  banish  cares; 
Dear  Saviour,  like  this  sparkling  spring, 

May  we  to  others  speak  of  Thee; 
That  they  with  us  may  also  sing, 
"See  what  the  Lord  hath  done  for  me." 

E.  P.  H.     Jerusale:)!,  !» 


SONG  EVANGEL 
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TUNJE.—Duane 


HIDING  PLACE. 


1  Hail,  sovereign  love,  that  first  began 
The  scheme  to  rescue  fallen  man; 
Hail,  matchless,  free,  eternal  grace, 
That  gave  my  soul  a  hicling-place ; 
Against  the  God  that  rules  the  sky 

I  fought  with  hand  uplifted  high; 
Despised  His  rich,  abounding  grace, 
Too  proud  to  seek  a  hiding-place. 

2  But  thus  'the  eternal  counsel  ran : 
"Almighty  love,  arrest  that  man." 
I  felt  the  arrow  of  distress. 

And  found  I  had  no  hiding-place. 
Indignant  justice  stood  iu  view; 
To  Sinai's  fiery  mount  I  flew: 
But  justice  cried,  with  frowning  face, 
' '  This  mountain  is  no  hiding-place. 

3  Ere  long  a  heavenly  voice  I  heard, 
And  mercy's  angel  form  appeared; 
She  led  me  •□,  with  gentle  pace, 
To  Jesus,  as  my  hiding-place: 

On  Him  almighty  vengeance  fell, 
That  must  have  sunk  a  world  to  hell. 
He  tore  it  for  the  chosen  race ; 
And  thus  became  their  hiding-place. 

Jehoiada  Breiver,  1776. 
THE  HAPPY  CHOICE. 
1  To-day,  if  ye  will  hear  His  voice ; 
Now  is  the  time  to  make  your  choice; 
Say,  will  you  to  Mount  Zion  go  ? 
Say,  will  you  have  this  Christ,  or  no  ? 
Ye  waud'ring  souls,  who  find  no  rest, 
Say,  will  you  be  forever  bie-rt  ? 
Will  you  be  sav'd  from  sin  and  hell  ? 
Will  you  with  Christ  in  glory  dwell  ?    Anoji,  isos. 


Street,  page  78, 

POLISHED  STONES.* 

And  the  house,  when  it  was  in  building,  was  built  of  stones 
made  ready  before  it  was  brought  thither,  so  that  there  was 
neither  hammer,  nor  axe,  nor  any  tool  of  iron  heard  in  the 
house  while  it  was  in  building.    1  Kings  vii :  7. 

"  Ye  also  as  lively  stones  are  built  up  a  spiritual  house,  *  *  * 
acceptable  to  God  by  Jesus  Christ."    1  Pet.  ii :  6. 

*  Suggested  by  visiting  the  extensive  excavations  under- 
neath Jerusalem,  in  which  the  stones  for  Solomon's  temple  were 
cut  and  fitted  each  for  its  own  place. 

1  Lord,  grant  that  we  by  faith  may  see, 

Our  new  Jerusalem  above; 
Where  we  from  sin  and  sorrow  free. 

Shall  dwell  with  Thee  where  all  is  love; 
Awhile  we  linger  here  below, 

Where  oft  it  seems  so  dark  and  drear; 
But  soon  to  Ziou's  courts  we'll  go. 

Where  none  shall  ever  shed  a  tear. 

2  Then  shall  Jerusalem  be  ours. 

Where  Prophets  and  the  Martyrs  dw-U; 

Then  shall  we  pass  the  golden  hours, 

In  joys  that  none  on  earth  can  tell: 

Help  us  with  patience,  Lord,  to  bear 

The  strokes  of  Thine  afflicting  rod; 

As  stones  well  polished  by  Thy  care. 

May  we  in  Heaven  grace  Th  ne  abod  '. 

E.  P.  H.  Jerusalem,  18G6. 
THE  HARVEST. 

1  Lift  up  your  eyes,  ye  sons  of  light. 
Behold  the  fields  already  white  ! 
The  glorious  harvest  now  is  come; 
See  ransom'd  sinners  flocking  home: 
Mov'd  by  the  Spirit's  softest  wind. 
Their  hearts  are  all  as  one  inclin'd. 
Their  former  sins  and  follies  mourn. 
They  bow,  and  to  their  God  return. 


DUKE  STREET.    L  M. 


-m-    -•-^  j 


1.  Dear  Saviour,  o  -  pen  wide    the  gate 

2.  With  eye   of  faith   e'en  now    I       see 


And  let  thy  trembling  child  come  ill ;  I   long  to  leave  this 

The  joy-ful  cher-ubs  clap  their  wings;  With  songs  of  ho  -  ly 


earthly      state,    And  soar  a  -  way  from  care  and  sin. 
ec  -  sta  -  cy,  They're  sounding  grace  on    all  t..eir  strings. 


3  But  One  I  see  amid  the  throng, 

His  head  with  radiant  glory  crowned; 
He  is  the  object  of  their  song, 
His  praises  through  high  heaven  resound. 

4  Soon  shall  I  join  the  heavenly  choir, 

Where  sits  my  Saviour  on  the  throne; 
With  saints  and  angels  strike  my  lyre, 
In  praising  Him  whose  blood  atoned. 


THE  PENITENT  CHILD. 


S.  J.  Vail,  iy  per. 
From  "  Chapel  iletodies.' 


Although  a  child.I've  often  80ught,To  know  the  way  to  heaven ;  Of  Je-  sua  I  have  long  been  taught.But  uev  -  er  been  forgiven. 


2  With  sorrow  deep  I've  ne'er  confessed 

How  wicked  I  have  been; 
But  look,  O  Lord,  within  my  breast 
And  teach  me  all  my  sin. 

3  And  help  me,  Lord,  with  grief  heart-felt, 

To  sorrow  for  my  guilt, 


Dear  Jesus,  cause  my  heart  to  melt, 
For  me  Thy  blood  was  spilt. 

Dear  Saviour,  now  to  Thee  I  come, 
To  Thee  alone  I  cling; 

Oh  !  take  me  to  Thy  glorious  home, 
And  then  Thy  i^raise  I'll  sing. 


HE  SHALL  APPEAR. 


-     _  -  .    _    _  ^--  ,     _ 

'I'he  se-coud  time'' "Fie  sbiiU  ap  -  pear,"  *  We'll  be  gathered  home,  To'  res- cue  those  to  Him  most  dear  : 
The  "dead  ill  Chi-isf't  shall  then  a  -  rise,  We'll  be  gathered  home,  And  "with  tlip  Lord"  as- c.eiid  the  skies, 
Tlieii  ill  the  "twinkling  of  an  eye, "+ We'll  be  gathered  home, 'Shall  we  be  changed,"  no  more  to  die; 
And  "with  the  Lord,"  we  each   will  sing.     We'll    be  gathered  home,  How  He  from  death  removes  "tlie   sting,' 


We'll      be   gathered    home.     We'll  work 


1 1 r 

'till    Je  -  sus  comes,  We'll  work 


till      Je-sus  comes, We'll 


i'U  wait 'till    Je  -  sus  comes.  And  then  be  gathered  home, 


3  We're  going  to  our  home  above, 

We'll  be  gathered  home, 
Wliere  we  shall  dwell  in  blissful  lovt 

We'll  be  gathered  home. 
Though  oft  we  here  are  filled  with  feai 

We'll  be  gathered  home, 
He  there  will  wipe  away  our  tears. 

We'll  be  gathered  home. — Cho. 


WE'LL  BE  GATHERED  HOME. 


1  My  heavenly  home  is  bright  and  fair, 
Nor  sin,  nor  sorrow  enters  there, 
Its  glittering  towers  the  sun  outshine, 
That  heavenly  mansion  shall  be  mine, 

Gw. — We'll  wait  till  Jesus  comes, 
We'll  wait  till  Jesus  comes. 
We'll  wait  till  Jesus  comes. 
And  we'll  be  gathered  home. 


We'll,  etc. 
We'll,  kc. 
We'll,  &c. 
We'll,  &c. 


2  My  Father's  house  is  built  on  high.  We'll,  <ic. 
Above  the  arched  and  starry  sky,  We'll,  kc. 
When  from  this  earthly  prison  free.  We'll,  <tc. 
That  heavenly  mansion  mine  shall  be.  We'll,  &c. 

3  While  here  a  stranger  far  from  home.  We'll,  kc. 
Affliction's  waves  may  round  me  foam,  We'll,  kc. 
13o  miae  the  happier  lot  to  own,  We'll,  &c. 
A  heavenly  mansion  near  the  throne,  We'll,  &c. 

iv:  16.    t  ICor.  xv:  62. 


S2 


^ 


THE  LORD  OUR  RIGHTEOUSNESS. 

■rj-  K 


Arranged  by 
H.  P.  M. 


^^^^ 


1.     O  Lord,  how  caii  I   come   to  Thee,  All  covered  o'er  with  sin!  My  wicked  heart  would  from  Thee  flee.How 
2!  Black  marks  of  sin  art   on   my  soul,  Sin  is    my   on-ly   dress;  My  wickedness  can  ne"er  be    told,    I 
3'.  The  wedding  gar-ment  is   not  mine!  Oh!  in  that  last  great  da^',  From  which,  forays,  shall  be  no  time.  Oh, 


siu-ful  I  have  been 
I  have  no  righteous-ness. 
I        then,  what  vdlt  Thou  say 


I    want  to  love  Je  -  sus,    I  want   to    love     Je  -  sus,     I     want    to    love 

Cho.forMhverse.  ^,         ,  ,-,■.•.      ■■ 

Oh,  then  I'll  love  Je  -  sus,Oh,  then  I'll  love  Je  -   sus,    Oh,  then   111    love 


4  Oh,  now,  dear  Saviour,  give  me  Thine, 

Thy  blood-bought  righteousness;  ; 

For  Thine  own  sake  please  make  it  mine,; 
My  soul's  all  perfect  dress.  —  Oh,  then  111  love.  &c. 

5  Help  me  henceforth  to  hate  those  sins 

Which  caused  Thee  so  miTch  pain ; 
Thy  praises  evermore  I'll  hymn. 

Thy  loss  was  all  my  gain.— CAo.— Oh,  how,  &c. 


BLEST  JESUS. 
I   Mlest  Jesus !  when  my  soaring  tli 
(J'er  all  thy  graces  rove, 
How  is  my  soul  in  transport  lost, 
In  woncier,  joy  and  love. 
Cko — O  liow  I  love  JesuH, 
O  liiiw  I  love  Jesus, 
O  how  I  love  Jesns, 
Because  he  first  loved  me 


2  Not  softest  strains  can  cliarm  my  cars. 
Like  Thy  beloved  name  ; 

Nor  aughttieneath  the  skies  inspire 
My  heart  with  equal  liame. — C/to. 

3  Where'er  I  look,  my  wondering  eyes 
Unnumbered  blessings  see ; 

But  what  is  life  with  all  its  l)liss, 
If  ouce  compared  with  Thee. — Cho. 


4  Hast  thon  a  rival  in  my  breast  ? 
Search,  Lord,  for  thou  canst  tell 

If  aught  can  raise  my  passions  thus, 
Or  please  my  soul  so  well.— C/io. 

5  No;  Thou  ai-t  precious  to  my  heart 
My  portion  ana  my  joy  : 

Forever  let  Thy  boundless  grace 
My  sweetest  "thoughts  employ.— CAu 


THE  HALLOWED  CROSS. 


Rev.  J.  H.  Stockton. 


Rev.  J.  H.  Stockton. 
By  permission. 
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1.  The  cross!  the  cross  I  the  bloodstain'd  cross!    The  hallow'd  cross    I      see!  Ee-mind-ing   me    "of 

2.That  cross!  that  cross!  that  hea  -  vy    cross,       My   Saviour  bore  for    me,       Which  bowed  Him  to    the 
3.H0W  light!  how  light!  this  pre-cious  cross,       Pre-sent  -  ed     to    my  view;        And  while,  with  care,  I 

.^-■__t — m-^x:  ,  V- — -'f — 1^  '    ..  p^-m — m » — ^  ,  ^   • — „-^« ,t^  '  r^ — ^  •  ^., 


pre-cious  blood, 

earth  with  grief, 

take    it      up, 


That   once  was   shed 
On     sad  Mount  Cal  -  va 
Be  -  hold  the  crown  my 


the  blood!   the   pre-cious  blood!    That 


due. 


Je  -  sus  shed  for 


Up  -  on     the  cross   in   crim  -  son  flood,  Just  now     by  faith 


■i  The  crown!  the  crown!  the  glorious  crown  ! 
The  crown  of  victory  ! 
The  crown  of  life !  it  shall  be  mine, 
When  I  shall  Jesus  see. 

Cho.— Oh,  the  blood!  &c. 


5  My  tears,  unbidden,  seem  to  flow 
For  love,  unbounded  love, 
Which  guides  me  through  this  world  of 
And  points  to  joys  above. 
Cho.— Oh,  the  blood!  &c. 


LOOKING  ONLY  TO  JESUS. 


Music  hy  Wm.  B.  BRADBURY.    By  per. 


1.  Look-ing   on  -  ly     to    Je  -  sus  the  Cru  -  ci  -  fled  One,  Who    in-vites    aU  that  mourn,  will  you  come,  will  you  cornel 

2.  Oh,  how  oft  have    I  heard  of    the  Sav-iour  who  aied,That  my  fears  might  be  quelled, and  my  tears   all     be  dried; 


I     have  left    all    my  sins    at    the  foot     of    the  cross,  Sin  -  ful  pleasures  are  now    to     my  taste  but     as  dross. 
But,     a  -  las!  my  proud  heart  was  too  stub- born  to  yield,  To    His  kind    in-    vi-ta-tion    to  come  and    be' 


3  But  at  length  God  in  mercy  has  led  me  to  see, 
That  if  I  would  find  safetj^  to  Christ  I  must  fle 
The  avenger  of  blood  I  have  seen  on  my  track, 
But  with  Jesus  my  refuge  I'll  never  turn  back. 


Still  to  Jesus  I'll  look  though  life's  journey  be  long; 
When  approaching  the  river  let  this  be  my  song: 
All  my  sins  washed  away  in  the  peace-speaking  blood, 
Come,  dear  Jesus,  come  quickly  and  take  me  to  God, 


THE  COMING  OF  THE  LORD. 


1  Thou  hast  taught  us,  dear  Jesus,  to  look  for  the  day 
When  the  trumpet  dhall  sound  that  shall  call  us  away, 
And  when  those  who  have  died  in  the  faith  shall  arise, 
And  with  us  who  remain,  be  '  caught  up  '  to  the  skies. 

2  'Behold,  quickly  I  come,'  were  Thy  words  long  ago, 
But,  oh!  why,  tell  us  why,  is  Thy  progress  so  slow! 
Oh!  how  many  have  watched,  and  have  waited  in  vain, 
And  have  died  without  seeing  Thee  coming  again. 

3  Well  we  know,  blessed  Lord,  though  Thy  journey 

seems  long— 


Thou  art  hastening  the  day,  when  with  one  joyful  song, 
We  shall  hail  thine  appearing  with  s'w^eet  songs  of  praise, 
And  for  ever  shall  dwell  with  the  'Ancient  of  days.' 

4  O  Lord  !  we  would  stand  with  our  lamps  burning 

bright, 
For  Thy  word  doth  declare  that  far  spent  is  the  night; 
Therefore,  till  Thou  shalt  come  we  will  cling  to  Thy 

Word, 
And  be  '  like  unto  men  that  do  wait  for  their  Lord. ' 


THE  GARDEN  HYMN. 


r   '     — ^-^^' *—s-  *.-  -i^'^-r 

The  spi  -  ces  yield  tlieir  rich  per-fumes.  The     li  -  lies  grow  and  tluive  ; 

U.S.  Wiiich  makes  tht)  dead  re  -  vive  ; 

2  This  makes  the  dry  and    bar  -  ren  ground  In  springs  of  wa  -  ter    to       a  -  bound,  And  fruit  -  ful  soil     be  -  couje  ; 

D  s.     And  makes  His  peo  -  pie    one  : 


3  The  glorious  time  is  rolling  on, 
The  gracious  work  is  now  begun, 

||:  My  soul  a  witness  is:|| 
Come,  tasie  and  see  the  pardon  free 
For  all  mankind  as  well  as  me; 

||:  Who  comes  to  Christ  may  live.  :|| 

4  The  woist  of  sinners  here  may  find 
A  Saviour  pitiful  and  kind, 

H:  Who  will  them  all  i-elieve  ;  :|| 
None  are  too  late  if  they  repent ; 
Out  of  one  sinner  legions  went, 

||:  Jesus  did  him  receive.  :|| 

5  We  feel  that  heaven  is  now  begun. 
It  issues  from  the  sparkling  throne, 

||:  From  Jesus'  throne  on  higli  :|| 
It  comes  in  floods  we  can't  contain. 
AVe  drink,  and'drink,  and  drink  again, 

)|:  And  yet  we  still  arc  dry.  :1| 


6  But  when  we  come  to  dwell  above, 
And  all  surround  the  tln'one  of  love, 

||:  We'll  drink  a  full  supply  ;  :|| 
Jesus  will  lead  Ilis  armies  through, 
To  living  fountains  where  they  flow, 
||:  That  never  will  run  dry.  :|| " 

7  There  we  shall  reigu,  and  shout,  and  sing, 
And  make  the  uppe'r  regions  ring, 

||:  When  all  the  saints  get  home ;  :1| 
Come  on,  come  on,  my  brethren  dear, 
Soon  we  shall  meet  together  there, 

||:  For  Jesus  bids  ns  come.  :|| 

8  Amen,  Amen,  my  soul  replies, 

I'm  bound  to  meet  you  in  the  skies, 
|l:  And  claim  my  mansion  there  ;  :|| 
Now  here's  my  heart,  and  here's  my  hand, 
To  meet  you  in  that  heaveidy  lan<l, 
||:  Wliere  we  shall  part  no  more.  :|| 
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HAGUE.     C.  M. 


It  is  said  that  Dr.  Watts  wrote  this  terribly  impressive  hymn 

during  a  thunderstorm,  when  his  mind  was  deeply  moved  with 

thoughts  of  the  fearful  doom  which  was  in  reserve  from  the 

hand  of  God  against  the  sinner.    Rev.  Ur.  Finney,  in  his  sixth 

Isaac  Watts. 


Lecture  on  Revivals,  cites  this  hymn  as  an  illustration  of  the 
eflect  which  a  clear  view  of  the  lost  condition  of  sinners  has  in 
awakening  the  sympathies  and  intensifying  the  prayer  of  God's 
people. 

Fish. 


1  My    thoughts   on    awful    subjects 

roll, 
Damnation  ancl  the  dead: 
What  horrors  seize  the  guilty  soul 
Upon  a  dying  bed  ! 

2  Lingering     about     these     mortal 
She  makes  a  long  delay,      [shores, 

Till,  Uke  a  flood,  with  rapid  torce 
Death  sweeps  the  wretch  away. 

Tune, 

1  Farewell,  faithful  friends,  we  must  now  bid  adieu 
To   those   sorrows  and  pleasures  we've  tasted  with 
We've  labored  together,  united  in  heart,  [you; 
But  now  we  must  close,  and  loreyer  must  part. 

2  Our  la'oors  are  over,  and  we  must  be  gone. 
We  leave  you  not  friendless  to  strttggle  alone; 
Be  watchful,  and  prayerful,  and  Jesus  will  stay; 
Cleave  close  to  your  pastor,  let  him  lead  the  way. 

3  You've  help  all  sufficient,  on  Jesus  depend, 
Let  not  this  revival  with  this  meeting  end; 
Let  each  ask  the  other,  why  should  the  work  cease 
Till  all  these  poor  sinners  have  yielded  in  peace  ? 

4  Farev^ell,  dear  young  converts,  we  leave  you  like- 

wise. 
And  hope  we  shall  meet  you  with  Christ  in  the  skies, 


5  Not   all  their  anguish  and  their 
For  their  past  guilt  atones,  [blood 

Nor  the  compassion  of  a  God 
Shall  hearken  to  their  groans. 

6  Amazing    grace,    that     kept    my 
Nor  bid  my  soul  remove,    [breath, 

Till    I    had    learned    my   Saviour's 
death, 
And  well  insured  His  love ! 


3  Then,  sv/ift  and   dreadfial,  she  de- 
Down  to  the  fiery  coast,       [scends 

Amongst  abominable  fiends, 
Herself  a  frighted  ghost. 

4  There  endless  crowds  of  sinners 
lie, 

And  darkness  makes  their  chains; 

Tortured  with  keen  despair  they  cry, 
Yet  wait  for  fiercer  pains. 
PARTIN^G  HYMN. 

"  LnoJcing  only  to  Jesus,"  page  84,  or  ••  0  Turn  Ye." 

0,  who  will  turn  back,  and  his  Saviour  deny  ? 
Like  Judas,  the  traitor,  betray  Him  and  die  ? 
Farewell,  trembling  sinner,  sad  time  now  with  you, 
Our  hearts  sink  within  us  to  bid  you  adieu; 
One  step  back  or  forward  may  settle  your  doom, 
'Mid  the  glories  of  heaven,  or  eternity's  gloom. 
Farewell,  hardened  sinner,  we  hasten  away, 
What  else  can  we  do,  or  what  more  can  we  say  ? 
You'll  think  of  this  meeting,  this  last  sad  farewell, 
When  dying  unpardoned,  or  writhing  in  hell. 
Farewell,  every  hearer,  we  now  turn  away, 
No  more  shall" we  meet  till  the  great  judgment  day  ; 
Though  absent  in  body,  we  are  with  you  in  prayer, 
And  we'll  meet  you  in  heaven,  there  is  no  parting 

^^^^®-  Rev.  0.  Parker. 


Will  you  thrust  Him  from  your  arms? 


Once    He  died  for  your    be  -  liav-  ior, 


Now 


He    calls  you   by    His  charms. 


Sinners,  hear  your  God  and  Saviour, 

Hear  His  pracious  voice  to-day; 
Turn  from  all  your  vain  behavior; 

Oh,  repent,  return,  and  pray. 
Oh,  be  wise  before  you  languish 

On  the  bed  of  dying  strife; 
Endless  joy  or  endless  anguisli 

Turn  upon  the  events  of  life. 


3  Now  He's  waiting  to,  be  gracioiis; 

Now  He  stands  and  looks  on  thee; 
See  what  kindness,  love,  and  pity 

Shine  around  on  you  and  me. 
Open  now  vour  hearts  before  Him ; 

Bid  the  Saviour  welcome  in; 
Now  receive,  and  oh,  adore  Him; 

Take  a  full  discharge  from  sin- 


THE  KIND  SHEPHERD. 


1  Saviour,  who  Thy  flock  art  feeding, 

With  the  Shepherd's  kindest  care. 
All  the  feeble  gently  leading. 

While  the  lambs  Thy  bosom  share. 
Now,  these  little  ones  receiving, 

Fold  them  in  Thy  gracious  arm; 
There,  we  know..  Thy  word  believing, 

Only  there,  secure  from  harm. 


2  Never  from  Thy  pasture  roving, 
Let  them  be  the  Lion's  prey; 
Let  Thy  tenderness,  so  loving. 

Keep  them  all  life's  dangerous  way. 
Then,  within  Thy  fold  eternal, 
Let  them  find  a  resting  place, 
Peed  in  2)astures  ever  vernal, 
Drink  the  rivers  of  Thy  grace. 

yVm.  A.  JIuhlniberg.  1826. 
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MERCY'S  FREE. 


FVom  Webeb. 


1==^^^^.'^-'-i 


;t^ 


1.  By    faith  I  view  my  Saviour  dy  -  ing,  On  the   tree, 

2.  Did  Christ,  when  I  was  sin  piir-su  -  ing,  Pit  -  y 


On  the    tree 
Pit-y     me? 


Je  -  sus  my  wea-ry  soul  re-fresh-es  ;  Mer-cy's  free  !  Mer-cy's  free ! 
4.  Long  as      I  live,  I'll  still  be   cry-ing,  Mer-cy's  free  !  Mer-cy's  free ! 


To      ev  -  ery  na  -  tion  He   is 
And  did  He  snatch  my  soul  from 
And    ev  -  ery  moment  Christ  is 
And  this  shall  be  my  theme  when 

■0-        -^     -0-        ■0-     -0-        ■»■ 


cry  -  mg, 
ru  -  in? 
pre-cious 
dy  -  ing. 


Look  to  meT* 

Can     it  be  ? 

Un  -  to  me, 

Mer  -  cy's  free  1 


me  : 
be? 


Look    to 
Can      it 
Un  -  to      me  ; 
Mer  -  cy's     free 


He      bids  the  guilt  -  y    now  draw  noar,        Ee  - 
Oh,     yes  !  He  did    sal  -  va  -  tion   bring  ;      He 
None  can  des-cribe  the  bliss   I      prove.    While 
And  when  the  vale   of  death  I've  passed.  When 


m 


t-^ 


pent,  believe,  dismiss  their  fear :  Hark  !  hark  !  what  i^recious  words  I  hear,  Mercy's  free !  Mer-cy's  Iree  ! 

is  my  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King ;  And  now  my  hap-py  soul  can  sing,      Mercy's  frej !  Mer-cy's  free  ! 

thro' this  wil-der-ness  I      rove,       All     may  en-joy    the  Saviour's  love,     Mercy's  free  !  Mer-cy's  free! 

lodg'd  a-bove  the  stormy  blast,      I'll  sing,  while  endless  a  -  ges    last,      Mercy's  free  !  Mer-cy's  free! 


»  — » »— Fr 
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liiiiiS 


Isaac  Watts. 
/ 


JESUS  SHALL  REIGN. 


Karl  Wilhelm. 


1.  Je -siis  shall  reign  where'er  tbe   sun 

2,  To  Him  shall  end-less  prayer  be  made 


Does   his 
And   end 


sue 

less   prais-  es  crown 


si  ve  journeys  run  ;    His  kingdom  spread  from  shore  to 
His  head  ;  His  Name  like  sweet  perfume  shall 


Till  nioous  shall  wax  and  wane  no  more. 
With   eve  -  ry  morn-ing    sac  -  ri  -  lice. 

^     ig:  :  3:     ^--.-^    A 


Proni  north   to  south  the   prin 
Peo  -  pie   and  realms  of    eve 


ces  meet,      To   pay  their 
ry  tongue  Dwell  on    His 


liomage 
love  with 


at    His  feet;    While  wes-tern      em-     -piresown  their  Lord,      And      sav-age      tribes       at  -  tend   His 
sweet-esi  song,      And     in-fant     voi    -    ces  shall     pro -claim     Their    ear  -  ly       bless-  iugs     on    His 


word. 

Name. 


1  Great  God,  attend,  while  Zion  sings 
The  joy  that  from  Thy  presence  springs 
To  spend  one  day  with  Thee  on  earth, 
Exceeds  a  thousand  days  of  mirth. 
Might  I  enjoy  the  meanest  place 
Within  Thy  house,  0  God  of  grace, 
Not  tents  of  ease,  or  thrones  of  power, 
Shall  tempt  my  feet  to  leave  Thy  door. 


JOY  OF  PUBLIC   WORSHIP. 

2  God  is  our  sun,  He  makes  our  day ; 
God  is  our  shield,  He  guards  our  way 
From  all  assaults  of  hell  and  sin, 
From  foes  without  and  foes  within. 
All  needful  grace  will  God  bestow, 
And  crown  that  grace  with  glory  too; 
He  gives  us  all  things,  and  withholds 
No  real  good  from  upright  souls.  Isaac  Watu. 


90    ,.„.^.,..P.H..„o».  COME  TO  JESUS  JUST  NOW* 

''  Come  unto  me  all  ye  tuat  labor  and  are  heavy  laden,  and  I  will  give  you  rest. 


Music  by  J.  HART.     Arr.-\ 
Matt,  xi :  2S. 


1.  Come   to   Je  -  sus,  Come  to  Jesus,  Come  to   Je  -  sus  just  now,  Just  now  come  to  Je-sus,  Come  to    Je  -  sns  just  now. 


"  Uelieve  on  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  and  thou  shalt  be  saved." 
Acts  xvi :  31. 

2  He  will  save  you. 

"  God  so  loved  the  world  that  He  gave  His  only  begotten  Son, 
that  whosoever  believeth  in  Him  should  not  perish,  but  have 
everlasting  life."    John  iii:  16. 

3  0  believe  Him. 

■'  He  is  able  to  save  them  to  the  uttermost  that  come  unto  God 
by  Him,  seeing  He  ever  liveth  to  make  intercession  for  us." 
Heb.  vii:  25. 

4  He  is  able. 

"The  Lord  is  long  suffering  to  us-ward,  not  willing  that  any 
sliould  perish,  but  that  all  should  come  to  repentance.  2  Pet. 
iii:  9. 

5  He  is  willing. 

"  Him  that  cometh  to  me,  I  will  iu  no  wise  cast  out,"  John 
vi:  37. 

6  He'll  receive  you. 

"  Flee  from  the  wrath  to  come."    Matt,  iii:  7. 

7  Flee  to  Jesus. 

"Whosoever  shall  call  on  the  name  of  the  Lord  shall  be  saved." 
Acts  ii:  21. 

8  Call  unto  Him. 

"  Jesus,  thou  Son  of  David,  have  mercy  on  me."  Mark  x  :  47. 

9  Jesus,  save  me. 


ipggpip^ 


"  And  Jesus  said  unto  him,  go  thy  waj',  t^Jiy  faith  hath  made 
thee  whole."    Mark  x  :  52. 

10  He  will  hear  you. 

"  If  we  confess  our  sins,  he  is  faithful  and  just  to  forgive  ub 
our  sins."    1  John  l:  9. 

11  He'll  forgive  you. 

' '  The  blood  of  Jesus  Christ  his  Son,  cleanseth  us  from  all  sin. " 

1  John  1:  7. 

12  He  wiU  cleanse  you. 

"Therefore,  if  any  man  be  in  Clirist,  he  is  a  new  creature." 

2  OOK  v:  17. 

13  He'll  renew  you. 

"  He  that  overcometh,  the  same  shall  be  clothed  in  white 
raiment."    Rev.  iii :  5. 

14  He  will  clothe  you. 

"  Greater  love  hath  no  man  than  this,  that  a  man  should  lay 
down  his  life  for  his  friends."    John  xv:  13, 

15  Jesus  loves  you. 

"He  is  despised  and  rejected  of  men."    Isa.  liii:  3. 

16  Don't  reject  Him. 

"He  that  hath  the  Son  hath  life."    John  v:  12. 

17  Only  trust  Him. 

"They  shall  abundantly  utter  the  memory  of  Thy  great  good- 
ness, and  shall  sing  of  Thy  righteousness."    Psalm  cxlv:  7. 

18  You  will  praise  Him. 


*  This  tune  as  it  now  stands,  was  first  heard  in  Scotland,  where  hundreds  were  asking  "  what  shail  we  do  to  be  saved.  Those 
who  never  heard  it  under  such  circumstances,  cannot  judge  of  its  persuasive  power  to  lead  trembling  smners  to  the  ci  oss  i  ne 
verse.s,  of  which  we  have  given  the  first  lines,  can  ertSly  be  filled  out.  Thousands  will  remember  this  h.vmn  to  al  eiernit^^^  a^ 
haviug  been  used  by  God  in  leading  them  to  Jesus.  It  has  often,  also,  impressed  upon  the  careless,  the  solemn  deUaiatiou  oi 
God's  word,  "  Behold  now  is  the  accepted  time,  behold,  now  is  the  day  of  salvation."    1st  Cor.  vi  • 


2. 


THE  LORD  WILL  PROVIDE. 

Chokus. 


Prof.  C.  S.  Harrington. 
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i^^^^ii^^^iiii 


By  permission  Rev.  Eben  TourjPe 


1.  lu some  way  or  oth-  er     The  Lord  will  provide; 


It  may  not    be  my  way, 


It  may  not  be   thy  way, 


2  At  some  time  or  other 
The  Lord  will  provide; 
It  may  not  be  my  time, 
It  may  not  be  thy  time, 
And  yet,  in  His  own  time. 
The  Lord  will  provide. 
Cho. — It  may  not  be  my  way,  &c. 


3  Despond,  then,  no  longer; 
The  Lord  will  provide ; 

And  this  be  the  token — 
No  word  He  hath  spoken 
Was  ever  yet  broken, — 
The  Lord  will  provide . 
Cho. — It  may  not  be  my  way,  &c. 

4  March  on,  ihefx,  right  boldly; 

The  sea  shall  divide; 
The  pathway  made  glorious 
With  shoutings  victorious, 
We'll  join  in  the  chorus. 

The  Lord  will  provide. 
Cho. — It  may  not  be  my  way,  &c. 


Mesponse  to 

1  I  am  coming,  I  am  coming 

To  my  Saviour,  just  now, 
Just  now  I  am  coming, 
I  am  coming  just  now. 

2  He  will  save  me,  &c. 

3  I'll  beUeve  Him. 

4  Jesus  help  me. 

5  Help  me  trust  Thee. 


'Coins  to  tXesits,"  page  90. 

6  I  love  Jesus. 

7  I'll  obey  Him. 

8  Work  for  Jesus. 

9  We  will  praise  Him. 

10  Hallelujah,  Hallelujah, 
Hallelujah,  Amen; 
Amen,  Hallelujah, 
Hallehijah,  Amen. 
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EVEN  ME.    (Prayer.) 


The  following  note  was  read  at  one  of  the  large  union  prayer 
meetings  intlie  First  I'resbyterian  church,  (O.  S.)  Rochester. 

"Mr.  H:— Thauk  you  for  singing  that  hymn,  '  Even  me,'  for 
it  was  the  singing  of  that  hymn  that  saved  me.  I  was  a  lost 
woman,  a  >Vicked  mother.  1  have  stolen,  and  lied,  and  been  so 
bad  to  my  dear  little  innocent  children.  I  have  no  friend.  I 
have  attended  your  inquiry  meetings,  but  no  oue  came  to  me 
on  account  of  the  crowd,  so  I  went  away  always  wretched- 
lost.    But  Saturday  afternoon,  at  the  First  Presbyterian  Church, 

Elizabeth  Codner.    1860. 


when  they  all  sang  those  beautiful  words,  '  Let  some  droppings 
fall  on  ME,  and  blessing  others,  O  bless  me,  even  me.'  It 
seemed  to  reach  my  very  soul.  I  thought  Jesus  can  accept '  me, 
even  me,'  a  bad,  wicked,  passionate  mother;  and  it  brought  me 
to  His  feet,  and  I  feel  my  burden  of  sin  removed.  Jesus  has 
accepted  me,  even  me.  Can  you  wonder  that  I  love  those 
words,  or  love  to  hear  them  sung  f  Ah  !  may  I  too  sing  them 
when  He  shall  take  me  before  His  throne  at  the  last,  and  ac- 
cept EVEN  ME.    God  bless  you.    Yours  truly.        A  Conyert. 

Wm.  B.  Bbadbuby.    By  per. 


mi »H -^ '-^i  ^ 7-H a — 1^3 ^ & a 


1.  Lord      I   hear  of  showers  of  blessiugs.Thou  art  scattering  full   and  free  ;  Show'rs  the  thirs- ty   land    re-fresh-ing, 

2.  Pass    me   not,     O    God,  my    Fa-ther,    Sin -ful  though  my  lieart  may  be;  Thou  might'st  leave  me,  but  the   rath- er, 


Let    some  droppings     fall      on      me. 
Let    Thy  mer  -   cy    light      on      me. 


E  -   ven  me, 
E  -   ven  me, 


E  -  ven  me,      Let  some  droppings  fall    on    me. 
E  -  ven  me,      Let  Thy  mer  -  cy    light    on    me. 


3  Pass  me  not,  O  gracious  Saviour, 

Let  me  live  and  cling  to  Thee; 
Fain  I'm  longing  for  Thy  favor; 

Whilst  Thou'rt  calling,  call  for  me — Even  me. 

4  Pass  me  not,  0  mighty  Spirit, 

Thou  canst  make  the  blind  to  see 
Witness. -r  of  Jesus  merit. 

Speak  the  word  of  power  to  me. — Even  me. 


5  Love  of  God,  so  pure  and  changeless, 

Blood  of  Christ,  so  rich  and  free; 

Grace  of  God  so  rich  and  boundless, 

Magnify  it  all  in  me, — Even  me. 

6  Pass  me  not.  Thy  lost  one  bringing; 

Bind  my  heart,  0  Lord  to  Thee; 
Whilst  the  streams  of  life  are  springing, 
Blessing  others,  oh,  bless  me,— Even  me. 
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"  He  hath  put 

While  in  Weston-super-Mary,  England,  it  was  my  privilege  to 
meet  with  Mrs.  Oodnek,  the  celebrated  author  of  the  well 
known  hymn,  'Even  Me.'  She  was  grateful  to  God  when  she 
learned  how  much  it  had  been  blessed  in  the  United  States. 

1  Lord  !    to  Thee  my  liearfc  ascending, 

For  Thy  mercy  full  and  free, 
Sings  its  thanks  lor  grace  transcending, 
Grace  vouchsafed  to  sinful  me — Even  me. 

2  Holy  Father  !  who  with  yearning 

Of  eternal  love,  didst  see 
This  poor  blind  one's  evil  turning; 

Thou  didst  give  Thy  Son  for  me— Even  me. 

3  Precious  Saviour  !  Great  Redeemer ! 

Praise,  eternal  j^raise  to  Thee  ! 
Though  so  long  a  wandering  sinner, 
Thou  hast  kindly  welcomed  me— Even  me. 

4  And  to  Thee,  O  mighty  Spirit, 

Blessing  shall  for  ever  be; 
Witnessing  of  Jesus'  merit, 

Thou  hast  bro't  sweet  peace  to  me — Even  me. 


'EVEN  ME."     (Praise.) 

song  in  my  mouth,  even  praise  unto  our  God.—Ts.  xl.  3. 

She  very  kindly  gave  me,  at  that  time,  the  following  hymn,  never 
before  in  print,  which  will  be  found  expressive  of  ilie  joyful 
feelings  of  those  who  in  sorrow  have  sung  '  Even  Me.' 

5  But  I'm  lost  in  joyful  wondering, 
And  I  say— oh,  can  it  be, 

That  there  will  be  no  more  sundering 

'Twixt  my  blessed  Lord  and  me  ?— Even  me. 

6  Can  it  be  that  I,  an  alien. 
Now  a  child  shall  ever  be  ? 

Can  it  be  that,  all  forgiven. 

Glory  is  prepared  for  me  ?— Even  me. 

7  Yes !  for  Jesus  liveth  ever. 
And  His  blood  hath  made  me  free ; 

From  His  love  no  foe  can  sever. 

For  He  gave  Himself  fox  me.— Even  me. 

8  Lord  !  I  thank  Thee  for  salvation, 
Grace  so  mighty  and  so  free; 

Take  my  all  in  consecration. 

Glorify  Thyself  in  me— Even  me. 

Elizabeth  Codner,  1867. 


othc  loving  Jd 


JESUS  ON  THE  CROSS  I  SAW." 
us  on  the  cross,  I  could  alrrwst  hear  Him  say  that  mi/  sins  i 


all  forgiven' 


Listen  to  what  a  young  convert  says,  who  lingered  long  ere 
she  gave  herself  to  Christ.  She  went  to  church  again  and  a- 
gain,  and  came  away  even  more  wretched  than  when  she  en- 
tered. "  One  evening,"  she  says,  "I  went  to  church  almost  in 
despair,  and  tried  to  listen,  when  suddeulv  I  saw  the  loving  Je- 
sus on  the  cross  looking  at  me,  and  I  could  almost  hear  him 


say  that  my  sins  were  forgiven.  It  was  almost  too  good  to  be- 
lieve. The  next  evening  1  could  not  help  singing  those  sweet 
hymns  with  the  rest  of  the  congregation."  If  you,  dear  reader, 
have  seen  with  faith  the  Saviour  on  the  cross  bleeding  for  you, 
then  you,  too,  can  sing  with  joyful  heart  the  hymn  below. 


1  Jesus  on  the  cross  I  saw, 

Bleeding,  dying,  all  for  me; 
I  could  almost  hear  him  say, 

"All  thy  sins  are  pardoned  thee 
Cho, — I  have  seen  Jesus, 
I  have  seen  Jesus, 
I  have  seen  Jesus, 
My  Saviour,  on  the  cross. 


TJJlfE. — "  tfesits  Joves  me,"  page  ,'>8. 

2  First  my  heart  could  scarce  believe, 
That  my  sins  were  all  forgiven. 

But  assurance  I've  received, 

And  I  hope  to  sing  in  heaven. — Cho. 

3  Now  my  soitl  is  full  of  joy, 
"I  love  Jesus,  yes.  I  do;" 

Singing  is  my  chief  employ, 
"Jesus  smiles,  and  loves  me  too." -Cho. E.l'.H. 


C.  Weslev.   li-a 


LENOX.     H.  M. 


s 


A  -  rise,  iny  soul   a- rise;  Shake  oiftby   guilty  fears ;    The  bleeding  Sac  -  ri  -  fiee      In     mv    be-half  appears; 


-fore  the  til  rone  my  Sure-ty  stands,  Be-fore  the  throne  my  Sure-ty  utanda,  Jly  name  is     writ-ten       on      His   hands. 


2  Five  bleeding  wounds  He  bears, 

Eeceived  on  Calvary; 
Thev  ponr  effectnal  prayers, 

They  strongly  plead  for  me:— 
Forgive  him,  O  forgive,  they  cry, 
Nor  let  that  ransomed  sinner  die. 


3  The  Father  hears  him  pray, 

His  dear  anointed  One: 
He  cannot  turn  away 

The  presence  of  his  Sou: 
His  Spirit  answers  to  thj  blood, 
And  t  ills  me  I  am  born  of  God. 

4  My  God  is  reconciled; 

His  pard'ning  voice  I  hear; 
He  owns  me  for  His  child; 

I  can  no  longer  fear: 
With  confilence  I  now  draw  nigh. 
And  Fat'i'V,  Abba,  Father,  cry. 


TE  SAINTS.'  YOUR  MUSIC  BRING. 

1  Ye  saints  !  your  music  bring. 
And  swell  the  rapturous  sound; 

Strike  every  trembling  string. 

Till  earth  and  heaven  resoimd: 
The  triumph;?  of  the  cross  we  sing- 
Awake,  ye  saints  !  each  joyful  string. 

2  The  cross — the  cross  alone — 
Subdued  the  powers  of  hell; 

Like  lightning  from  His  throne, 

The  prince  of  darkness  fell; 
The  triumphs  of  the  cross  we  sing   - 
Awake,  ye  saints,  each  jcyful  string. 

3  The  cross  hath  power  to  save. 
From  all  the  loes  that  rise ; 

The  cross  hath  made  the  grave 

A  passage  to  the  skies; 
I  The  triumi>hs  of  the  cross  we  sing — 

Awake,  ye  saints  !  each  joyful  string. 
I  Atidrew  Reed.  1817. 


GOD  IS  GONE  UP  ON  HIGH. 

1  God  is  gone  uji  on  high. 
With  a  triumphant  noise; 

The  clarions  of  the  sky 

Proclaim  th'  angelic  joys: 
Join,  all  on  earth;  rejoice  and  sing. 
Glory  ascribe  to  glory's  King. 

2  All  power  to  our  great  Lord 
Is  by  the  Father  given, 

By  angel-hosts  adored, 

He  reigns  supreme  in  heaven; 
Join,  all  on  earth  !  rejoice  and  siug. 
Glory  ascribe  to  glory's  King. 

3  Then  all  on  earth,  renewed 
In  righteousness  divine, 

With  all  the  hosts  of  God,     ' 

In  one  great  chorus  join : 
join,  all  on  earth  !  rejoice  and  sing, 
Glory  ascribe  to  glory's  King. 

C.    Weslev,  1747. 
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{JSymns  to  "  i< 


page  94.) 


JESUS— TRANSPORTING  NAME. 

1  Jesus — transporting  name  ! 
It  charms  the  hosts  above; 

They  evermore  proclaim, 

And  wonder  at  His  love; 
They  look  upon  His  heavenly  face, 
And  study  His  mysterious  grace. 

2  His  name  the  sinner  hears, 
And  is  from  sin  set  free, 

'Tis  music  in  his  ears, 

'Tis  life  and  victory; 
New  songs  do  now  his  lips  employ. 
And  dances  his  glad  heart  for  joy' 

3  Oh,  for  a  trumpet  voice. 
On  all  the  world  to  call; 

To  bid  their  hearts  rejoice 
In  Him,  who  died  for  all; 
Inspire    with    praise     each    human 
tongue, 
And  wake  a  universal  song. 

C.   Wesley. 

PARTING:~TO  MEET  AGAIN. 

I  Jesus,  accept  the  praise 
That  to  Thy  name  belongs; 

Matter  of  all  our  lays, 
Subject  of  all  our  songs; 

Through     Thee    we    now 
came, 

And  ixirt,  exulting  in  Thy  Name. 


2  In  flesh  we  part  awhile, 
But  still  in  spirit  joined, 

T'  embrace  the  happy  toil 

Thou  hast  to  each  assigned; 
And  while  we  do  Thy  blessed  will. 
We  bear  our  heaven  about  us  still. 

3  There  we  shall  meet  again, 
When  all  our  toils  are  o'er, 

And  death,  and  grief,  and  pain. 

And  parting  are  no  more: 
We  shall  with  all  our  brethren  rise. 
And  see  Thee  in  the  flaming  skies. 

C.    Weslei/. 


NO  MERCY  THERE. 

1  When  frowning  death  appears. 
And  points  his  fatal  dart, 

What  dark  foreboding  fears 

Distract  the  sinner's  heart  I 
The   dreadful    blow  no   arm   can 

stay. 
But  torn  away,  he  sinks  to  woe. 

2  Now  every  hope  denied, 
Bereft  of  every  good. 

He  must  the  wrath  abide 

Of  an  avenging  God: 
No  mercy  there  will  gieet  his  ear. 
Nor  wipe  the  tear  of  black  despair. 


3  Sinners,  awake,  attend, 

And  flee  the  wrath  to  come; 
Make  Christ,  the  Judge,  your  friend; 

And  heaven  shall  be  your  home: 
His   mercy    nigh,    now    points    the 

path 
n        leads  from  death    to  joys  on 
high. 

Ue. 

HEAR  YE  ONE  ANOTHER'S  BURDEN. 

1  Thou  God  of  truth  and  love, 
j      We  seek  Thy  perfect  way, 
[  Ready  Thy  choice  t'  approve, 
j      Thy  providence  t'  obey; 
Enter  into  Thy  wise  design. 
And  sweetly  lose  our  will  in  Thine. 
I 

I  2  Why  hast  Thou  cast  our  lot 
I      In  the  same  age  and  place? 
I  And  why  together  brought 
j     To  see  each  other's  face; — 
To  join  with  softest  sympathy. 
And  mix  our  friendly  souls  in  The<  r 

3  Didst  Thou  not  make  us  one, 
That  we  might  one  remain; — 

Together  travel  on, 

And  bear  each  other's  pain; — 

Till  all  Thy  utmost  goodness  prove. 

And  rise,  renewed  in  perfect  love  ? 
C.   Wesley 


JESUS  IN  PILATFS  HALL     S.  M. 


Arranged  by  Dr.  L.  Mason. 


in  Pilate'.i  house  beliold, 
The  blessed  Saviour  bound; 

His  marble  brow  all  deadly  cold, 
With  thorns  He  there  is  crowned. 

2  Draw  near  to  Him  I  pray, 

He's  wounded  there  for  thee; 
Oh!  do  no  turn  from  Him  away, 
List  to  that  mockery. 


^1 — T 
those  cruel  stripes 
Upon  His  back  all  bare ;    [wipes 
See  from    His   bleeding  brow  He 
The  blood  that  trickles  there. 

That  blood  was  shed  for  thee, 
For  thee  'twas  freely  spilt; 

From  all  thy  sins  to  set  thee  free, 
And  cleanse  away  thy  guilt. 


He  died  that  thou  mightst  live, 
Oh!  come  and  trust  Him  now; 

He'll  freely  all  thy  sins  forgive, 
And  clothe  w  ith  peace  thy  brow. 

Now  say :  oh,  Lord — I  pray 

For  Jesus'  sake  alone ; 
Take  all  my  sins  and  guilt  away, 

And  make  me  all  thine  own. 

From,  "  Sketches  of  Palestine," 


A  REVIVAL  SOUGRT. 

Eevive  thy  work,  O  Lord ! 

Thy  mighty  arm  make  bare ;  [dead 
Speak,  with  the  voice  that  wakes  the 

And  make  thy  people  hear. 
Revive  thy  work,  0  Lord ! 

Disturb  this  sleep  of  death;  [now 
Quicken   the    smouldering  embers 

By  thine  almighty  breath. 
Revive  thy  work,  0  Lord  ! 

Exalt  thy  precious  name; 
And,  by  the  Holy  Ghost,  our  love. 

For  thee  and  thine  inflame. 
Revive  thy  work,  0  Lord  ! 

And  give  refreshing  showers; 
The  glory  shall  be  all  thine  own. 

The  ble-rsing.  Lord  !  bo  ours. 

Albert  Mitllane.     1861. 


PRAYER  FOR  REVIVAL. 

1  O  Lord,  thy  work  revive 

In  Zion's  gloomy  hour, 
And  let  our  dying  graces  live. 
By  thy  restoring  power. 

2  Oh,  let  thy  chosen  few 

Awake  to  earnest  prayer; 
Their  sacred  vows  again  renew, 
And  walk  in  filial  fear. 
;j  Thy  spirit  then  will  speak 
Through  lips  of  feeble  clay. 
Till  hearts  of  adamant  shall  break, 
Till  rebels  shall  obey. 
1  Now  lend  thy  gracious  ear; 
Now  listen  to  our  cry; 
Oh,  come  and  bring  salvation  near, 
Our  souls  on  thee  rely. 

Mrs.  p.  n.  Br»imu 


0  FOR  THE  HAPPY  HOUR. 

1  0  for  the  happy  hour 

When  God  will  hear  our  cry, 
And  send,  with  a  reviving  power. 
His  Spirit  from  on  high. 

2  Our  prayers  are  faint  and  dull, 

And  languid  all  our  songs ;  [full. 

Where  once  with  joy  our  hearts  were 

And  rapture  tuned  our  tongues. 

3  Thou,  thou  alone  canst  give 

Thy  gospel  sure  success; 
Canst  bid  the  dying  sinner  live 
Anew  in  holiness. 

4  Come,  then,  with  power  divide. 

Spirit  of  lifo  and  love: 
Then  shall  our  people  all  be  thine, 
Our  church  liko  that  above. 

Grorr/e  W.  Bethune. 


AMAZING  GRACE.     C. 


JoETN  Newton.    1779. 
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Arranged  hy  H.  P.  M. 


1.       A  -  maz  -  ing  grace !  how  sweet  the  sound ,  That  saved  a  wretch  like    me  ! 
2. 'Twas  grace  that  taught  my  heart  to      I'ear,  And  grace  my  fears     re  -  lieved: 
3.  Thro' ma  -  ny     dan-gers,  toiln,and  snares,    I    have    al  -  rea  -  dy    come; 


I      once  was   lost,  but 

How  precious  did   that 

'Tis  grace  has  brought  me 


now  am  found,  Was  blind, but  now  I    see.      Was  blind, but  now    I    see.      Was  blind, but  now    I    see: 
grace  ap-pear,    The  hour   I    first  be-lieved!   The  hour    I    first  be-lieved!  The  hour    I    first  be  -  lieved  ! 
safe  thus  far.  And  grace  will  lead  me  home.  And  grace  will  lead  me  home,  And  grace  will  lead  me  home; 


JESVS'  NAME. 

1  Jesus,  I  love  Thy  charming  name, 

'Tis  music  to  mine  ear; 
Fain  would  I  sound  it  out  so  loud 
That  earth  and  heaven  should  hear. 

2  Yes,  Thou  art  precious  to  my  soul, 

My  transport  and  my  trust; 
Jewels  to  Thee  are  gaudy  toys, 
And  gold  is  sordid  dust. 

3  Thy  grace  still  dwells  upon  my  heart. 

And  sheds  its  fragrance  there; 
The  noblest  balm  of  all  its  wounds. 
The  cordial  of  its  care. 


«  CO^fE,  HOLY  GHOST. 

1  Come,  Holy  Ghost,  our  hearts  inspire; 

Let  us  Thine  influence  prove; — 
Source  of  the  old  prophetic  fire; 
Fountain  of  life  and  love. 

2  Come,  Holy  Ghost,  for  moved  by  Thee 

The  prophets  wrote  and  .spoke: 
Unlock  the  truth,  Thyself  the  key; 
Unseal  the  sacred  book. 

3  God,  through  himself,  we  then  sh&U  know, 

If  Thou  within  us  shine; 
And  sound,  with  all  Thy  saints  below, 
The  depths  of  love  divine. 

C.   Wesley. 


98 


'MY  GOD  I  HAVE  FOUND. 


l?Vom  "  New  Praises  of  jesMS,*'  by  per. 

4- 


1.     My  God    I  have  found  ThTthrice  blessed  ground,  Where  life,  and  where  joy,and  true  com-fort    a- bound. 


^^i^^iisiii^ 


Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah!  Thine  the  glo  -  ry!      Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah  !    A  -  men! 

Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah!  Thine  the  glo  -  ry!      [Omit  ]j    Ee-viyeus      a  -  gam. 


2  'Tis  found  in  the  blood 
Of  Him  who  once  stood 

My  refuge  and  safety,  my  surety  with  God. — Oko. 

3  He  bore  on  the  tree 

The  sentence  for  me,  • 

And  now  both  the  Surety  and  sinner  are  free. — Cho. 

4  Accepted  I  am 

In  the  once-oflfered  Lamb; 
It  was  God  who  Himself  had  devised  the  plan.  —  Cho. 


5  And  though  here  below, 
'Mid  sorrow  and  woe, 

My  place  is  in  heaven  with  Jesus  I  know. — Cho. 

6  And  this  I  shall  find, 
For  such  is  His  mind, 

"He'll  not  be  in  glory  and  leave  me  behind." — Cho. 

7  For  soon  He  will  come 
And  take  me  safe  home. 

And  make  me  to  sit  with  Himself,on  His  throne.— CVio. 


REVIVE  us  AGAIN. 


1  We  praise  Thee,  O  God  ! 
For  the  Son  of  Thy  love, 

For  Jesus,  who  died,  and  is  now  gone  above.  —Cho. 

2  We  praise  Thee,  0  God  ! 
For  Thy  Spirit  of  light, 

Who  has  shown  us  our  Saviour,  and  scattered  our 
night.— CAo. 

3  All  glory  and  praise 


To  the  Lamb  that  was  slain,         [stain.  —Cho. 
Who  has  borne  all  our  sins,  and  has  cleansed  every 

4  All  glory  and  praise 

To  the  God  of  all  grace,  [ways. — Cho. 

^Vllo  has  bought  us,  and  sought  us,  and  guided  our 

5  Revive  us  again; 

Fill  each  heart  with  Thy  love; 
May  each  soul  be  rekindled  with  fire  from  above.—  Cho. 

W.  r.  Mackay. 


Words  by  Rev.  Gm.B.T^CK.     1864.    COME,     COME    TO    JESUS  ! 


Tenderly. 


1.  Come,  come  to 

2.  Come,  come  to 

3.  Come,  come  to 


HOBERT  P.  Main.    By  per. 
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Je  -  susi  He  waits  to  welcome  thee 
Je  -  sus!  He  waits  to  ran-som  thee. 
Je  -  sus!  He  waits  to  light-en  thee 


O  wand'rer,  ea  -  ger-ly;  Come,  come  to  Je  -  sutsl 
O  slave!  e  -  ter-  nal-  ly;  Come,  come  to  Je  -  sus! 
O  burdened  graciously;  Come, come  to  Je  -  sus! 


4  Come,  come  to  Jesus! 

He  waits  to  give  to  thee, 
O  blind!  a  vision  free; 
Come,  come  to  Jesus! 


5  Come,  come  to  Jesus! 

He  waits  to  shelter  thee, 
0  weary!  blessedly; 
Come,  come  to  Jesus! 


Come,  come  to  Jesus! 

He  waits  to  carry  thee, 
O  Lamb  so  lovingly, 

Come,  come  to  Jesus! 


"  Tune  on  page  9S." 
MY  GOD,  I  AM  THINE. 

1  My  God,  I  am  Thine ;  what  a  comfort  divine — 
What  a  blessing  to  know  that  my  Jesus  is  mine!  Cho. 

2  In  the  heavenly  Lamb  thrice  happy  I  am ; 

And  my  heart  doth  rejoice  at  the  sound  of  His  name.  Cho. 

3  True  pleasures  abound  in  the  rapturous  sound; 
And  whoever  hath  found  it,  hath  paradise  found.  Cho. 

4  My  Jesus  to  know,  and  feel  His  love  flow, 

'  Tis  life  everlasting — 'tis  heaven  below.  Cho. 
6  Yet  onward  I  haste  to  the  heavenly  feast: 

That  —that  is  the  fulness,  but  this  is  the  taste !   Cho. 

PRAISE. 

1  We  praise  Thy  great  love,  our  Father  and  God 
Kejoicing  in  Jesus,  whom  Thou  hast  bestowed; 

CAo.— Hallelujah,  Thine  the  glory,  Hallelujah,  Amen. 
Hallelujah,  Thme  the  glory,  revive  us  again. 

2  We  praise  Thy  great  love,  our  Saviour  and  King, 
Beloved  Immanuel,  Thy  praises  we  sing. 

CAo. —HaUelujah,  &c. 


3  We  praise  Thy  great  love,  blessed  Spirit  of  might, 
Who  has  formed  in  us  Jesus,  and  scattered  our  night 

CAo.— Hallelujah,  &c. 

4  We  praise  Thee,  O  God,  for  the  joy  Thou  hast  given. 
To  Thy  saints  in  communion,  these  foretastes  of  H'^av'n. 

C%o.— Hallelujah,  &c. 

Paet  Second. 

1  Accepted  in  Christ,  who  has  stood  in  our  place, 
We  shall  shew  in  The  Gloet  God'sriches  of  grace. 

CAo.  — Hallelujah,  come  in  G^^ory;  Hallelujah,  Amen. 

Hallelujah,  come  in  Glory,  come  quickly  again. 

2  We  work  for  Him  now,  till— His  body  complete, 
The  Bride  and  the  Bridegroom,  in  glory  shall  meet. 

CAo.— Hallelujah,  &c. 

3  And  Jesus,  we  wait  for  the  time  Thou  shalt  come; 
We  long  for  Thy  presence,  our  heavenly  home. 

Cho.  -Hallelujah.  &c. 

4  We  praise  Thee,  0  God.  for  the  springs  by  the  way 
That  reiresh  us,  lone  pilgrim.s,  while  our  Lord  is  av, ; .  v. 

CAo.— Hallelujah,  &c. 

W.  p.  Mackay,  Scotland.     ISta 
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DEAR  JESUS,  I  AM  THINE. 


"  Little  Fanny,  of  eleven  years,  says:  '  7  love  to  prcty ;  I  pray 
three  tiines  a  amj.i  None  can  tell  tiow  much  good  she  may  do 
by  a  lil'e  of  prayer. 

'•  For  a  long  time  I  have  wished  to  be  a  Christian  ;  but  I  did 
not  lind  the  way  to  Jesus  till  after  I  went  to  three  of  your 
Children's  meetings.  There  a  kind  lady  spoKe  to  me;  and  after 
praying  at  home,  and  dear  papa  telling  me  to  give  myself  to 


Jesus,  I  became  very  happy.  Now  I  lilce  to  read  my  Bible,  and 
try  to  love  Him  more  and  more  every  day.  I  can't  do  enough 
for  dear  Jesus.  I  like  to  sing.  '  I  love  Jesus,  yes  I  do.'  I  love  to 
lyray,  and  I  pray  three  times  a  day.  Will  you  please  to  pray 
for  me : 

"Your  little  friend." 
' ' Eleven  years  old . "  "Fanny  B . ' ' 


1.  Dear     Je  -  sus!  uow 

2.  A  -    las!  how  wick 

3.  But    now  111 


I     trust  I'm  thine,  For    now     I    love      to  pray; 

ed         I   have  been,  To       be   ashamed      of  Thee; 

toil   with     all    my  might,  To  bring  my  friends  to  Thee; 

^-^-■>— g-— i-zzzrz'g:    .  "^      -g-- 


I       feel  like  sing  -  ing 
How  could  I     live      so 
I'll    talk  and  pray,    both 


all  the  time,  I'm    happy  all      the   day.    Dear   Je-siis  now  I'll  sing  Thy  praise,For  Thou  hast  died  for  me, 
long  in   Kin,  That  n  uled  Thee  to  the  tree  ! 
day  ,nid  night. To  mak.;  them  come  with  me. 


4  I'll  pray  that,  like  the  little  one, 

Ot  whom  I  uow  have  read, 
My  heart  may  yearn  for  those  undone 
By  sin,  whose  sotds  are  dead. — C/w. 

5  I'll  pray  that  they  may  Jesus  love, 

VVho  for  their  sins  has  died. 
That  they  with  Him  may  dwell  above, 
Who  onoe  was  crucified.  -  CAo. 


SONG  EVANGEL 


lOl 


COMING  TO  JESUS. 

1  Dear  Jesus,  I  to  Thee  would  come, 

My  hope  is  all  iu  Thee; 
I'm  far  from  God,  and  far  from  home, 
Oh,  help  and  pity  me. 
Cho.—li  was  for  me  that  Jesus  bled 
Upon  the  cruel  tree; 
For  me  He  bowed  His  thorn-clad  head 
In  bitter  agon  v. 

2  Although  as  yet  I  am  but  young, 

I  have  a  sinful  heart, 
Oft  wicked  words  are  on  my  tongue, 
From  Thee  I've  lived  apart. — Cho. 

3  Alas!  alas!  how  blind  I've  been, 

To  live  contented  here.' 
My  soul  all  clothed  in  rags  of  sin, 
Oh,  how  must  I  appear !  —  Cho. 

4  "Suffer  the  little  ones  to  come," 

How  often  Thou  hast  said, 
"And  I  will  take  them  safely  home^ 
For  them  my  blood  was  shed." — Cho. 

5  Oh,  then,  I  will  not  be  afraid, 

Though  called  this  hour  to  die; 
Since  all  my  sins  on  Thee  were  laid, 
Thou' It  take  me  up  on  high. — Chx). 

E.  P.  II. 
THE  SUFFERING  OF  CHRIST. 
1  Think  how  the  Holy  Saviour  bled 
Upon  the  cruel  tree; 
And  ask  what  means  that  doleful  cry 
Of  bitter  agony  ? 
Cho.  —It  was  for  you  that  Jesus  bled 
Upon  the  cruel  tree: 
For  you  He  bowed  His  thorn-clad  head 
In  bitter  agony. 


2  '  Twas  not  because  the  piercdd  nails 

His  hands  and  feet  had  torn, 
'  Twas  not  because  His  blessed  brow, 
Had  felt  the  wreathed  thorn. — Cho. 

3  But  deeper  sorrows  far  than  these 

The  blessed  Jesus  knew; 
For  ah  !  His  soul  was  tasting  then 
The  death  to  sinners  due. — CIc  . 

4  '  Twas  love  ! — 'twas  love  to  ruiu'd  man, 

Whose  sin  He  deigned  to  bear — 
That  sinners,  through  His  death  of  shame, 
Eternal  life  might  share. — Clio. 

O  WONDROUS  LOVE  I 

1  Oh  wondrous,  deep ,  unbounded  love, 

My  Saviour  can  it  be 
That  Thou  hast  borne  the  crown  of  thorns. 
And  suffered  death  for  me? 
Cho. — I  do  believe,  I  now  believe. 
That  Jesus  died  for  me; 
That  here  and  hereafter, 
I  happy  shall  be. 

2  I  kneel,  repenting,  at  Thy  feet, 

I  give  myself  to  Thee; 
I  plead  Thy  merits,  Thine  alone. 
For  Thou  hast  died  for  me. — Cho. 

3  Oh,  let  me  plunge  beneath  the  tide, 

For  sinners  flowing  free, 
Then  rise,  renewed  by  grace  divine, 
And  shout  salvation  free.— Cy^o. 

4  And  when  I  reach  Thy  place  above, 

My  sweetest  notes  will  be. 
Redemption  through  a  Saviour's  name, 
Who  bled  and  died  for  me.— CAo, 

Fanny  Crosby,— 1813. 
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A.  M.  TOPLADY 


Dr.  Thomas  Hastings. 

J ^- 


ROCK  OF  AGES. 

1.  Eock    of     A  -  ges,  cleft  for    me,      Let  me  hide    my-self  in  Thee;     Let    the  wa  -  ter  and    the  blood, 

2.  Could  my  tears  for  -  ev  -  er    flow,  Could  my  zeal     no   languor  know;  This  for  sin  could  not  'a  -  tone; 

3.  While    I  di'aw  this  fleeting  breath, "When  my  eyes  shall  cloiic  iu  death;  When    I    rise     to  worlds  unknown, 


From  Thy  wounded  side  which  flow'd,  Be    of  sin       a    dou-ble   cure, 

Thou  must  save,  and  Thou  a   -  lone;     In  my  hand    no  price   I   bring, 

And   be  -  hold  Thee  on  Thy  throne,  Kock  of     A  -  ges, cleft  for    me; 


WHAT  WE  OWE  TO  JESUS. 

1  When  this  passing  world  is  done, 
When  has  sunk  yon  glaring  sun, 
When  with  Jesus  I  shall  stand, 

H  iving  reached  the  promised  land 
Then,  Lord,  shall  I  fully  know — 
Not  till  then— how  much  I  owe. 

2  When  I  stand  before  the  throne, 
Dress'd  in  beauty  not  my  own; 
When  I  see  Thee  as  Thou  art, 
Love  Thee  with  unsinning  heart, 
Then,  Lord,  shall  I  fully  know — 
Not  till  then — how  much  I  owe. 

3  When  the  praise  of  heaven  I  hear. 
Loud  as  thunders  to  the  ear, 
Loud  as  many  waters'  noise. 
Sweet  as  hai-ps'  melodious  voice; 
Then,  Lord,  shall  I  fully  know- 
Not  till  then — how  much  I  owe! 

K.  M.  McCUeyvi. 


1 \ — r 

GETIISEMAXE. 

1  Many  woes  had  Christ  endured. 

Many  sore  temptations  met. 
Patient  and  to  pains  inured; 

But  the  sorest  trial  yet 
Was  to  be  sustained  in  thee, 
Gloomy,  sad  Gethsemane. 

2  Came  at  length  the  dreadful  night; 

Vengeance,  with  its  iron  rod, 
Stood,  and  with  collected  might, 

Bruis'd  the  hai-mless  Lamb  of  God 
See,  my  soul,  my  Saviour  see! 
Prostrate  in  Gethsemane. 

3  There  my  God  bore  all  my  guilt: 

This,  thro' grace,  can  be  believed 
But  the  horrors  which  He  felt 

Are  too  vast  to  be  conceived: 
None  can  penetrate  through  thee, 
Doleful,  dark  Gethsemane. 

J.  Hart.     1757. 


Save  from  vrrath  and  make  me  pui^. 
Sim  -  ply  to  Thy  cross  I  cling. 
Let   me  hide   myself    in  Thee. 

<5- 


ONLY  THEE. 
Blessed  Saviour !  Thee  I  love, 
All  my  other  joys  above; 
All  my  hopes  in  Thee  abide, 
Thoii  my  hope,  and  naught  beside 
Ever  let  my  glory  be, 
Only,  only,  only  Thee. 
Once  again  beside  the  cross. 
All  my  gain  I  count  biat  loss ; 
Earthly  pleasures  fade  away. 
Clouds  they  are  that  hide  my  day ; 
Hence,  vain  shadows!  let  me  see 
Jesus,  crucified  for  me. 
Blessed  Saviour !  Thine  am  T, 
Thine  to  live,  and  Thine  to  die : 
Height,  or  depth,  or  earthly  power 
Ne'er  shall  hide  my  Saviour  more; 
Ever  shall  my  glory  be 
Only,  only,  only  Thee. 

G.  Duffield. 


JUDGMENT  HYMN. 


Arranged  by  H.  P.  M. 
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1.  Tl 
I 
3.     I 


e  judgment  day    is      com  -  ing,  com  -  ing,    com  -  ing.  The  judgment  day   is      com  -  ing,  O 

beard   the  trumpet  sound  -  ing,         sound -ing,  sound-ing,  I    heard  the  trumpet     sound-ing.  On 
saw     the  Judge  de-scend  -  ing,  descending,  de  -  sceud-ing,   I      saw    the  Judge  ds-scend  -  ing,  On 


i  I  saw  the  dead  arising,  arising,  arising, 
I  saw  the  dead  arising. 
On  that  great  day.  —  C%o- 

5  I  heard  the  thunder  rolling,  rolling,  rolling, 
I  heard  the  thunder  rolling, 
On  that  great  day.— C/io. 


6  I  saw  the  lightning  blazing,  blazing,  blazing, 
I  saw  the  lightning  blazing, 

On  that  great  da.j.—0/w. 

7  I  heard  the  wicked  wailing,  wailing,  wailing, 
I  heard  the  wicked  wailing, 

On  that  gi-eat  day. 

Cfio. — For  thej'  took  not  the  wings  of  the  morning, 
Nor  flew  away  lo  Jesus; 


For  they  took  not  the  wings  of  the  morning, 
Nor  sang  the  jubilee. 
8  I  heard  the  righteous  shouting,  shouting,  shouting, 
I  heard  the  righteous  shouting, 
On  that  great  day. 
Cko.  -For  they  took  the  wings  of  the  morning, 
And  flew  away  to  Jesus; 
For  they  took  the  wings  of  the  morning, 
And  sang  the  jubilee. 
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SING,  SING,  SING. 


Words  by  E.  P, 


Hubert  P.  Main.    By  per. 


I    j     In     the  house    of    God  this  hour,    "We    are   think -ing, Lord,    of  Thee,  How,  Thou   for      us     aJl 
■  j  And   our  hearts  are  filled  with  joy,      For    we  know  that  we      are  free,   Since      in    Thee   we  trust, 


hast  died  up  -  on    the  cross : 
\Omit ]  \     and  count  past  gain  but  L 


Sing,  sing, sing, the  Saviour's  triumphed! 


We'll    re  -  joice  and  dry  our  tears.   He  has  washed  our  sins  a-way;   All  our  hopes  up-on  Him  stay.  By   His 


death   for    us    He's   silenced   all     our  fears. 


2  In  the  battle  front  we'll  stand. 
There  defying  Satan's  rage, 
For  our  strength  is  now  in  Christ  for  evermore; 
And  the  hosts  of  darkness,  they 
Shall  be  driven  in  dismay. 
And  we'll  shout  the  cry  of  "Victory!"  o'er  and  o"er._ 
C/to. — Sing,  sing,  sing,  &c. 


PRAYER  FOR  THE  HOLY  SPIRIT.     C.  M. 
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nly  Father  give  the  Holy  Spirit 


^tSSSE|i^St^3=iElifcS 


^^iisisJ^lili^^ 


^^i^^ii^i 


1  Teach  fis,  oil  Lord,  how  -weak  we 
That  all  our  strength  is  vain,  [are, 

That  only  hy  the  Spirit's  power 
Thy  work  revives  again. 

2  And  teach  us,  Lord,  how  willingly 
Thy  Spirit  Thou  dost  give. 

And  help  us  now  in  faith  to  pray, 
And  then  the  dead  shall  live. 

3  Oh,    come,    and    by   Thy  Spirit's 
Convince  us  all  of  sin,        [power. 

And  from  this  consecrated  hour, 
Thy  gracious  work  begin. 


4  Oh  may  the  young  and  aged  too, 

With  deep  contrition  cry, 
I'm  lost,  oh  Lord,  what  shall  I  do  ? 
Oh,  whither  shall  I  fly  ? 

5  Then  may  .they  think  of  Him  who 
Upon  the  cruel  tree,  [died 

Who,  for  their  sins  was  crucified, 
From  guilt  to  set  them  tree. 

6  And  may   they  hear  the  Saviour 
iMok  unto  Me  and  live!  [cry, 

1  am  the  Life,  the  Truth,  the  Way," 
I  will  salvation  give. 


I       U 


PRAYER. 

1  Prayer  is  the  soul's  sincere  desire, 

Unuttered  or  expressed; 
The  motion  of  a  hidden  fire 
That  trembles  in  the  breast 

2  Prayer  is  the  burd<'n  of  a  sigh, 

The  falling  of  a  (ear. 
The  upward  glancing  of  an  eye; 
When  none  but  God  is  near. 

3  Prayer    is    the     Christian's    vital 
The  Christian's  native  air ;  [breath. 

His  watchword  at  the  gates  of  death; 
He  enters  heaven  with  prayer. 

J.  Montgomery,  1819. 


Tune  on  opposite  j>age. 


3  Sinners,  who  are  out  of  Christ, 
Oh  say,  why  will  you  delay. 

When  to  you  is  otiered  richest  joy  and  bliss  ? 
Well  we  know  that  you  for  aye 
Will  thank  God  and  ble-^s  the  day, 

K  you  only  will  accept  Christ's  righteousness. 

4  Jasus  is  your  loving  Friend, 

And  He  wants  to  save  you  now, — 
Twas  for  you  that  He  m  kindly  bled  and  died, 


Oio. 


Oh  then,  think  of  all  His  groans,' 
Of  His  pierced,  thorn  clad  brow. 
When  He  died  that  justice  might  be  satisfied.  —  Cha. 

5  Only  trust  in  Him  "just  now," 

And  Hell  surely  you  forgive, 
And  our  joyous  choms  then  with  us  you'll  sing, 

You  will  also  taste  the  joys, . 

Which  our  Lord  doth  ever  give 
To  the  soul  that  unto  Him  dotli  alv/ays  cling.  --  Cho. 


E.  P.  H.     1873. 


IN  JESUS'  NAME.    (Meribah.) 

^  Whatsoever t/s  shallashlke  Father  i:;  uy  Name,  IlewiU give 


JoTiu  xvi  ;  23. 


Dr.  L.  Mason. 


1.     Oil  God,  we  need  Thy  mighty  power,    In   this  our  Zi-on's  try -ing  hour,     In      Jc-ms  Navie  we   pray; 


'For    Jesus'  sake"  TLou  did'st  forgive,  "For  Jesus' sake'.' Thou  bad'st  ug  live,   On  that  thrice  blessed  day. 

:ft^4 u_^ — M — ^ — ^ — ^ — I — ^-- p  T  r   I — r 


2  But  now  we  pray  "{«  Jesws'  Name," 
The  Holy  Spirit's  power  we  claim. 

We  come  with  boldness  now. 
The  Saviour's  promise  still  we  heai, 
The  mercy-seat  it  brings  us  near, 

And  there  in  faith  we  bow. 

3  We  each,  0  Lord,  confess  with  shame, 
That  e'er  we  prayed  "in  Jesus'  Name" 

We  had  no  power  with  Thee: 
But  now  our  prayers  they  must  prevail. 
In  Jesus'  name  We  cannot  fail ; 

Thine  shall  the  glory  be. 


4  Our  prayer  is  for  Thy  people.  Lord, 
That  they  may  be  of  "  one  accord  " 

Before  the  throne  of  grace: 
Then  will  they  everywhere  proclaim 
The  power  of  prayer  in  Jesus'  Name, 

And  love  to  see  Thy  face. 

5  The  lost  will  surely  hear  them  tell, 
How  Jesus  came  to  save  from  hell. 

And  bore  their  guilt  and  shame : 
Their  tears  will  melt  the  hardest  heart. 
Their  words  to  some  will  life  impart, 

Who'll  pray  in  "Jesus'  Name" 


IN  THE  NEW  JERUSALEM. 


Arranged  by 
Rev.  Chas.  Beecher. 
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AVe  are     on  our  jour-ney  home,  Where  Christ  our  Lord  is  goue;      We  shall  meet 


round  His  throue, 


2  We  can  see  that  distant  home,         i  3  O  glory  shining  far 

Tho'  clouds  rise  dark  between:  From  the  never-setting  Sun! 

Faith  views  the  radiant  dome,  O  trembling  morning-star ! 

And  a  lustre  flashes  keen 
11:  From  the  new:||  Jerusalem. 


Our  journey's  almost  done 
"iTo  the  new:|l  Jerusalem. 


Iq     the  new    Je  -   ru  -  ea  -  lem. 
4  O  holy,  heavenly  home! 
O  rest  eternal  there! 
■  When  shall  the  exiles  come,  [care, 
"WTiere  they  cease  from  earthly 
||:In  the  new:||  Jerusalem. 


Tune 

1  Lo !  on  a  narrow  neck  of  land, 
'Twixt  two  unbounded  seas  I  stand, 

Yet  how  insensible ! 
A  point  of  time,  a  moment's  space, 
Removes  me  to  yon  heavenly  place, 

Or  shuts  me  up  in  hell. 

2  O  God,  my  inmost  soul  convert. 
And  deeply  on  my  thoughtful  heart 

Eternal  things  impress; 
Give  me  lo  feel  their  solemn  weight. 
And  tremble  on  the  brink  of  fate. 

And  wake  to  righteousness. 


PROBATION. 
'Meribah,"  page  lOS. 

3  Before  me  place  in  dread  array, 

The  pomp  of  that  tremendous  day, 
When  Thou  with  clouds  shalt  come 

To  judge  the  nations  at  Thy  bar; 

And  tell  me  Lord,  shall  I  be  there. 
To  meet  a  joytul  doom  ? 

4  Be  this  my  one  great  business  here — 
With  serious  industry  and  feai*, 

Eternal  bliss  to'  ensure; 
Thine  utmost  counsel  to  fulfill. 
And  suffer  all  Thy  righteous  will, 

And  to  the  end  endure.  c.  tiv*'^. 


lOS 


I  FEEL  LIKE  SINGING  ALL   THE  TIME. 


"  I  think  that  I  have  found  the  clear  Jesus.  1  do  not  see  hovy^ 
I  could  have  rejected  him  so  long.  I  think  I  can  sing,  with  tho 
rest  of  those  who  have  found  Jesus  'Jesus  is  mine.'  The  first 
time  that  I  came  to  these  meetings  I  cried;  but  now  I  feel  liko 
Hinging  all  the  time.  The  devil  did  not  like  it  when  I  found  tho 
Words  61/  E.  P. 


dear  Jesus.  This  morning  I  am  afraid  he  was  trying  to  tempt 
me,  but  I  prayed  that  Jesus  would  help  me  to  res"ist  him:  and  I 
think  he  did.  Will  you  please  pray  lor  two  very  dear  iriends 
who  are  yet  without  Jesus?  May  they  shed  tears  when  lUey 
hear  the  melting  story  of  the  Lamb  !" 

Music  ly  H.  E.  Ma'ITHE'WS. 


2  When  on  the  cross  my  Lord  I  saw, 

Nailed  there  by  sins  of  mine, 
Fast  tell  the  burning  tears;  but  now 
I'm  singing  all  the  time.  — CAo. 

3  When  fierce  temptations  try  my  heart, 

I'll  sing  "  Jesus  is  mine;" 
And  so,  though  tears  at  times  may  start, 
I'm  singing  all  the  time.— Oho. 

4  Oh.  happy  little  singing  one, 

What  music  is  like  thine? 
With  Jesus  as  thy  Life  and  Sun, 
Go  singing  all  the  time  !  -Oho. 
6  "The  melting  story  of  the  Lamb " 
Tell  with  that  voice  of  thine, 
Till  others,  with  the  glad  new  roug. 
Go  singing  all  the  time.— C^. 


/  LOVE  THE  LORD. 

1  I  love  the  Lord  my  God  because 

That  He  hath  heard  my  cry; 

With  joy  I'll  now  obey  His  laws, 

I'll  serve  Him  till  I  die.— ^o. 

2  The  fears  of  death  encompassed  me, 

The  pains  of  hell  alarmed, 
'Twas  then,  O  Lord,  I  called  on  Thee, 
And  all  my  fear.-i  were  calmed. — C'ho. 

3  Return  unto  thy  rest,  my  sonl, 

Thou,  Lord,  art  all  my  stay, 
I  yield  myself  to  Thy  control. 

Oh  teach  me.  Lord,  Thy  way.  —  Cho. 
i  My  soul  is  rescued  now  from  death. 

Mine  eyes  are  free  from  tears, 
I'll  praise  Thee  with  my  daily  breath. 

Till  Christ  our  Lord  appears.  — Cho.    e.  P.  H. 


BLESSED  ASSURANCE. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby.    1873. 
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Mrs.  J.  P.  Knapp,  hyper. 


ir-^ 


1.  Bless-ed     as-sur-ance,  Je-stis    is     miue!     Oh, what  a   fore-tasfce   of    glo  -  ry    di  -  vine!    Heir  of    sal 

2.  Per-fect   sub-mis-s-ion,  per-fect  de  -  light,     Vis-ions  of   rap  -  ture     burst  on  my    sight,     Au-gals    de 


s 


song,     Prais-ing  my    Sav-iour    all     the  day     long. 


-r 


1^ 


Perfect  submission,  all  is  at  rest, 
I  in  my  Saviour  am  happy  and  blest. 
Watching  and  waiting,  looking  above, — 
Filled  VN'ith  His  goodness,  lost  in  His  Icve, 
Cko. — This  is  my  story,  &c. 


MY  JESUS. 


I  LOVE  THEE. 

I — ^>- 


Arratiged  by  H.  P.  M. 


1.  My    Je-sus,    I     love  Tiiee,  I    know  Thou  art  mine;  For  Thee  all  the  pi  asures  of    sin    I     resign;  My 

2.  I     love  Thee,  be-cause  Thou  hast  first  lov-ed     me,  And  purchased  my  pardon  on     Cal-va-ry's  tree;  I 

3.  I'll  love  Thee  m    life,  and  I'll  love  Thee  in  death,  And  praise  Thee  as  long  as  Thou  givest  me  breath;  And 

-4* r-J -> 1^^ 1 rJ r^ 0 a (•' * — fi r-*i  _|>l P!u 


gracious   Bedeem-er,  my     Saviour  art  Thou;  If 
love  Thee  for  wearing  the  thorns  on  Thy  brow,  Jf     ev 
say,  when  the  death-dew  lies  cold  on  my  brow,  "If  ev 


ev-er 


I  loved  Thee,  If 
I  loved  Thee,  K 
I  loved  Thee,  If 


I  loved  Thee,If 
I  loved  Thee,  &c. 
I  loved  Thee,  &c. 


1  In  mansions  of  glory  and  endless  delight, 
I'll  ever  adore  Thee  in  yon  heaven  of  light, 
I'll  sing  with  the  glittering  crown  on  my  brow, 

"If  ever  I  loved  Thee,||  dear  Jesus,  'tis  now." 


JEHOVAH  TSIDKENU. 

1  I  once  was  a  stranger  to  grace  and  to  God, 

I  knew  not  my  danger,  and  felt  not  my  load; 
Though  friends  spoke  in  rapture  of  Christ  on  the  tree, 
"Jehovah  Tsidkenu"*  was  nothing  to  me. 

2  When  free  grace  awoke  me  by  light  from  on  high. 
Then  legal  fVars  shook  me,  I  trembled  to  die; 
No  refuge  or  safety  in  self  could  I  see  — 
"Jehovah  Tsidkenu"  my  Saviour  must  be. 

*  Pronounced  Sid-fce-new. 


3  My  terrors  all  vanished  before  the  sweet  Name, 
My  guilty  fears  banished,  with  boldness  I  came 
To  drink  at  the  Fountain,  life-giving  and  free; 
"Jehovah  Tsidkenu"  is  all  things  to  me. 

4  When  treading  the  valley  and  shadow  of  death, 
This  watchword  shall  rally  my  faltering  breath: 
And  when  from  life's  fever  my  God  sets  me  free, 
"Jehovah  Tsidkenu"  my  death-song  shall  be. 

lioberi  M.  McChcyne.    18* 


MOODY.     7s  &  6s. 


W.    H.   DOANE.  J~JL1 

Songs  of  Devotion,'^  by  per. 


tread  the  paths  He 
watch-word  pass    a  - 


trodl. 
long. 


The   great  high  Cap-tain     call  -  ing, ' 

-*-       -*-      f-      ^-      ^-       ^        -^ 


'Stand  for    the  Eight,  be  strong!" 


2  Go  in  the  power  of  Jesus, 

His  royal  grace  proclaim, 

■     Uphold  the  word  so  precious, 

Tue  tal'sman  of  His  name  ! 

Go  with  a  brother's  feeling, 

*        To  sorrowing  souls  around; 

Go  pour  the  oil  of  healing 

111  every  mortal  wound. 

3  In  day  of  Jesus'  glory, 

His  gracious  word^  may  be, 
"Each  deed  of  love  before  me. 

Was  .even  done  to  me. " 
Men  of  the  Christian  Mission, 

Then  bear  the  Cross  of  Gcd ! 
Behold  your  high  commission, 

Go  tread  the  paths  He  trod. 


SPIRIT  OF  THE  GOSPEL. 

1  To  Thee,  O  blessed  Saviour, 
Our  grateful  songs  we  raise; 

Oh,  luue  jour  hearts  and  voices 
Thy  holy  name  to  praise: 

'Tis  by  Thy  sovereign  mercy 
We're  now  allowed  to  meet. 

And  join  with  frieuds  and  teachers, 
Thy  blessing  to  entreat. 

2  Oh,  may  Thy  precious  gospel 
Be  published  all  abroad, 

Till  the  benighted  heathen 
'Shall  know  and  serve  the  Lord; 

Till  o'er  the  wide  creation 
The  rays  of  truth  shall  shine, 

And  nations  now  in  d  irl 
Arise  to  light  divine. 


ADORATION  OF  JESUS. 

1  To  Thee,  my  God,  my  Savieur, 
My  soul,  exulting,  sings; 

Rejoicing  in  Thy  favor, 
Almighty  King  of  kings  ! 

I'll  celebrate  Thy  glory. 
With  all  the  saints  above, 

And  tell  the  joyful  story 
Of  Thy  redeeming  love. 

2  Soon  as  the  mcrn  with  roses 
Bedecks  the  dewy  East, 

And  when  the  sun  reposes 
Upon  the  ocean's  breast, 

My  voice  in  supplication. 
My  Saviour,  Thou  shalthear; 

Oh,  grant  me  Thy  salvation, 
And  to  my  soul  draw  near. 

Haweit. 
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Edward  Perkonet,  1780. 


CORONATION.     C.  M. 


Oliver  IIolden,  1791. 


All  hail  the  power  of  Je-sus' Name, Let  an-gels  prostrate  fall ;  Briug  forth  the  roy-al      di  -  a-deiri,And 


crowu  Him  Lord    of 


all;  Bring  forth  the  roy-al      di  -  a  -  dem,  And  crown  Him  Lord        of     all. 


''^^^^^=^ 


2  Ye  chosen  seed  of  Israel's  race, 
Ye  ransomed  from  the  fall, 

,  Hail   Him,    who   saves   you  by  His 
grac3. 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

3  Sinners!  whose  love  can  ne'er  for- 

get 
The  wormwood  and  the  gall; 
Go,  spread  your  trophies  at  His  feet. 
And  crown  Him  Lord  pf  all. 

4  Let  every  kindred,  every  tribe. 
On  this  te'■r^strial  ball. 

To  Him  all  majesty  ascribe, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

5  O!  that  with  vonder  sacred  throng, 
We  at  His  fei't  may  fall; 

We'll  join  the  everlasting  song, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 


GLORY  OF  THE  SACRED  PAGE. 

1  What  glory  gilds  the  sacred  page  ! 
Majestic,  like  the  sun, 

It  gives  a  light  to  every  age ; 
It  gives,  but  borrows  none. 

2  The   power  that  gave  it  still  sup- 
The  gracious  light  and  heat;  [plies 

Its  truths  upon  the  nations  rise: 
They  rise,  but  never  set. 

3  Lord  !  everlasting  thanks  be  Thine 
For  such  a  bright  display. 

As  makes  a  world  of  darkness  shine 
With  beams  of  heavenly  day. 

4  Our  souls  rejoicingly  pursue 
The  steps  of  Him  we  love. 

Till  glory  breaks  upon  our  view 
In  brighter  worlds  above. 

Wm.  Cowper,  1779. 


INVITATION  TO  PRAISE. 

1  0  for  a  thousand  tongues,  to  sing 
My  great  Redeemer's  praise; 

The  glories  of  my  God  and  King, 
The  triumphs  of  His  grace. 

2  My  gracious  Master,  and  my  God, 
Assist  me  to  proclaim, — 

To   spread,    through    all    the   earto 
The  honors  of  Thy  Name,  [abroad, 

3  Jesus  !  — the  Name  that  ctarms  onr 
That  bids  our  sorrows  cease :  [fears, 

'Tis  music  in  the  sinner's  ears, 
'Tis  life,  and  health,  and  peace. 

4  He  breaks  the  power  of  caucell'd 
He  sets  the  pris'ner  free;  [sin, 

His  blood  can  make  tho  foulest  clean; 
His  blood  avail'd  for  me. 

C.  WuU^ 


C.  Wesley,  1'740. 


MARTYN.     7s.  Double. 


Maksu,  ISSi.     J-l^S 


iSi 


I       -       -      -  -   •    1^ 

.    j     Je- sus,  lov- er    of  my  soul,    Let  me   to  Thy  bo-scm     fly,      j 
"  j  While  the  billows  near  me  roll,While  the  tempett  still    is       high;  f       Hide  me,  O    my  Sav-iour,    hide, 


I    -    -    -  -  •  I 

Safe   in  -  to     the  ha-ven  guide;  Oh,  re-ceive  my  soul    at      last. 


^^HfcEiilE^Hi^l 


2  Other  refuge  have  I  none; 
Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  Thee: 

Leave,  O  !  leave  me  not  alone ; 

Still  sup^iort  and  comfort  me: 
All  my  trust  on  Thee  is  stayed; 

All  my  help  from  Thee  I  bring; 
Cover  my  defenceless  head 

With  the  shadow  of  Thy  wing. 

3  Thon,  O  Christ,  art  all  I  want: 
More  than  all  in  Thee  I  find; 

Raise  the  fallen,  cheer  the  faint. 
Heal  the  sick  and  lead  the  blind. 

Just  and  holy  is  Tby  name; 
I  am  all  unrighteousness; 

False,  and  full  of  sin  I  am; 

Thou  art  full  of  truth  and  grace. 


■i  Plenteous     grace    with     Thee     ii 

Grace  to  cover  all  my  sin :  [found. 
Let  the  healing  streams  abound; 

Make  and  keep  me  pure  within. 
Thou  of  life  the  fountain  art; 

Freely  let  me  take  of  Thee: 
Spring  Thou  up  within  my  heart; 

Rise  to  all  eternity. 


REPENTANCE  AT  THE  CROSS. 
1  Hearts  of  stone,  relent,  relent! 

Break,  by  Jesus'  cross  subdued; 
See  His  body  mangled,  rent, 

Stain'd  and  cover'd  with  His  blood!  ^o  ;  with  all  my  sins  I'll  part; 
Sinful  soul,  what  hast  Thou  done?     jsaviour,  take  my  broken  heart. 

I  C.   Wesley,  1715. 


2  Yes,  thy  sins  have  done  the  deed; 
Diiven    the    nails    that  fix'd   Hisn 
there 
Crown'd     with    thorns    His    sacred 
head; 
Plunged  into  His  side  the  bpesr; 
Made  His  soul  a  sacrifice. 
While  for  a  sinful  man  He  dies. 


3  Wilt  thou  let  Him  bleed  in  vain. 

Still  to  death  thy  Lord  pursue  ? 
Open  all  flis  wounds  again, 

And  the  shameful  cross  renew  ? 


iCrucified  the'  eternal  Son. 


AMERICA.     6s  &  4s. 
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"  We  hnom  not,  what  we  should  pray  for  as  u<  ought ;  but  the  Spirit  ittelf  maketh  intercemon  for  w  with  gnxmingt  which  eantui  be  uUered."— Rom   viii  :  iS. 
E.  P.  H.      1873.  ENGLISH. 

J ^-^ N       I      u=^ 
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'1.   Tliou  Spir  -  it        of      all  grace,    We   hum-bly    seek  Thy  face,    Help   us      to     pray; 

^-      ?t      It       ^.    -^     ^ .^_ 


lone    we  cling.  Thou  can'st  sal  -  va  -  tion  bring,  Thy 


m 


m^^^^^ 


igh-ty  power  we'll  sing, 


to  -  day. 


2  O  may  the  sinners'  round. 
Within  Thy  house  be  found. 

Of  one  accord; 
Here  may  they  cry  to  Thee, 
To  Chnsit  their  Saviour  fleo. 
And  over  happy  be 

In  Christ  their  Lord. 

3  Give  to  our  precious  youth, 
Soul-saving  views  of  truth. 

Great  God  our  King; 
May  they  to  Jesus  throng, 
And  bring  their  friends  along, 
To  join  the  happy  song 
We  love  to  sing. 

WORTHT  IS  THE  LAMB. 
1  Come,  all  ye  saints  of  God; 
Wide  through  the  earth  abroad 
Spread  Jehus'  fame; 


Tell  what  His  love  has  done ; 
Trust  in  His  name  alone; 
Shout  to  His  lofty  throne, 
"Worthy  the  Lamb!" 

2  Hence,  gloomy  doubts  and  feara  ! 
Dry  up  your  mournful  tears; 

Swell  the  glad  theme; 
Praise  ye  our  gracious  King; 
Strike  each  melodious  string; 
Join  heart  and  voice  to  sing, 

"  Worthy  the  Lamb !" 

3  Hark  !  how  the  choirs  above 
Filled  with  the  Saviour's  love. 

Dwell  on  His  name  ! 
There,  too,  may  we  be  found, 
With  light  and  glory  crowned, 
While  all  the  heavens  resound; 

"  Worthy  the  Lamb  !"      James  node 


JESUS  LIVES. 


lis 


Wm.  B.  Bradbuet.     By  per. 


1.    The   Sav  iour  died, but  still  He  lives,      His  grace  to    ail   He  free -ly 


ives  ;    He  lives   to  f^uve  the  lost  from  Hell, 
1).  s.  You  too   will  siiii'  it    o'er  iuid  o'er, 


His  woudroua  love,0   who  can  tell  ? 
Thiit  Je  -  bus  lives  for-  ev  -  er-  more. 


1 — ^ — ^— T n — 1 -^1 — £s — i?-i — r 

0,   sin-nera  come  and  share  His  love,  Then  shall  you  dwell  with  Hi 


2  He  lives  repenting  souls  to  bless, 

His  heart  is  full  of  tenderness; 
He  lives  to  show  His  pierced  hands, 
To  those  who  dread  the  laws  demands.  —  Cho. 

3  He  lives  to  change  the  heart  of  stone, 

And  make  it  loving  like  His  own; 

PILGRIMS  WE  ARE 

1  Pilgrims  we  are  to  Canaan  bound. 

Our  journey  lies  along  this  road ; 
This  wilderness  we  travel  round, 
To  reach  the  city  of  our  God. 

Cho. — 0  happy  pilgrims,  spotless  fair. 

What  makes  your  robes  so  white  appear  ? 
Our  robes  are  washed  in  Jesus'  blood, 
And  we  are  trav'ling  home  to  God. 

2  O  blessed  land  !  O  happy  land  ! 

When  shall  we  reach  thy  golden  shore  ? 


1 — ' — "-' — ^ — ^-^ — ^--^ — ' — r 

He  lives  to  bless  us  every  hour, 

We'll  praise  Him  for  His  mighty  power. — Cho. 

4:  He  lives  that  He  may  sanctify 

All  those  who  on  His  grace  rely; 
And  though  we  here  awhile  may  roam, 
^  He  lives  to  take  His  people  home, — Cho. 

TO  CA^*AA^'^  BOUND. 

And  one  redeemed,  unbroken  band 
United  be  forevermore.  — Cho. 

And  if  our  robes  are  pure  and  v/hite, 
May  we  all  reach  that  blest  abode  ? 

0  yes,  they  all  shall  dwell  iu  light. 

Whose  robes  are  washijd  in  Jesus'  blood.— C^ 

We  all  shall  reach  that  golden  shore, 
If  hei'e  we  watch,  and  tight,  and  pray; 

Straight  is  the  way,  and  straight  the  door, 
And  none  but  pilgrims  find  the  way.— CRo. 
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Words  by  Miss  M.  A.  Lek, 


MY  AIN  COUNTREE. 


1.  I'm  fixr    frae    my  Lame,  and   I'm  "wea  -  ry     of -ten- whiles  For    tlie  lang'd-for-liame-bring-ing,  an'  my 


-»!•     -*-     z^r.     -*i-     ii^:  •      1^-     ig:  .   -»-    is:  .  -»-    ."s: 
Father's  welcome  smiles;  I'll  ne'er  be   tu' content,    un 


til    my  een   do 


e   The  gow  -  den  gates    o' 

Js fs ^s w \ ^^ 


Hea-ven,   an'     my   ain     coun-tree.  The  earth  is  fleck'dwi'flow'rsmo-ny- tin -ted,  fresh  and  gay.   The 


nae-thinc 


me,   "When   1    hear     the     an  -  gels    sing-  ing 


my     am 


conn  -  tree. 


2  I've  His  guid  word  o'  promise,  that  some  gladsome 

day  the  King 
To  His  ain  royal  palace  His  banished,  hame  will  bring: 
Wi'  een  an'  wi'  hearts  running  owre  we  shall  see 
•'The  King  in  His  beauty,"  an'  our  ain  conntree. 
My  sins  hae  been  mony,  an"  my  sorrows  hae  been  sair. 
But  there  they'll   never  vex  me,  nor  be  remembered 

mair: 
His  bluid  hath  made  me  white,  His  hand  shall  dry 

mine  e'e, 
When  He  brings  me  hamotit  last  to  my  ain  countree. 

3  Like  a  bairn  to  i(s  mither,  a  wee  birdie  to  its  nest, 
I  wad  fain  be  gauging  noo  unto  my  Saviour's  breast: 
For  He  gathers  in  His  bosom  witless,  worthless  lambs 
An'  carries  them  Hinisel'  to  His  ain  countree.  [like  me. 


He's  faithfu'  that  hath  promised,   He'll   surely  come 

again ; 
He'll  keep  His  tryst  wi'  me,  at  what  hour  I  dinna  ken, 
But  Ho  bids  me  still  to  watch,  an'  ready  aye  to  be 
To  gang  at  ony  moment  to  my  ain  countree. 
4  So  I'm  watching  aye,  an'  singing  o'  my  hame  as  I  wait, 
For  the  soun'ing  of  His  footfa'  this  side  the  gowden 

gate, 
God  gie  His  grace  to  ilk  ane  wha  listens  noo  to  me, 
Tliat  we  may  gang  in  gladness  to  our  ain  countree. 
I've  His  guid  word  o'  promise,   that  some   gladsome 

day  the  King 
To  His  ain  royal  palace  His  banished  hame  will  brings 
Wi'  een  an"  wi'  hearts  running  owre  we  shall  see 
"  The  King  in  His  beau.y,"  an'  our  ain  countree. 


E.  P.  Hammond,  1813. 


I  MUST  BE  A  LOVER  OF  THE  LORD, 


117 


i'e  i>rocl 


>f=:d: 


g 


Lord,    Yes,  I   must   be     a    lov-er     of    tlie  Lord, 
Lord,     Or  I'll  ne'er  go    to   hea-ven  when  I     die. 


A-.'^iJ.-jf:  ^  -e_j?i_-ff L 
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2  God's  law  would  banish  me  to  hell, 

But  to  the  cross  I  flee;  — 
His  dyino;  love  no  tongue  can  tell, — 
His  love  for  sinful  me.  -CAo. 

3  'Twas  there  He  suffered  in  my  stead, 

'Twas  there  He  agonized; 


'Twas  there  He  bowed  His  bleeding  bead, 
Rejected,  and  despised.— C7io. 

4  With  faith  my  risen  Lord  I  see, 

He  bids  me  look  to  Him ; 
My  heart  is  changed—  0 !  victory  1 
His  blood  atones  for  sin ! 
CJio.—\\:0  !  yes  I  am  a  lover  of  the  Lord,  :|| 

He  will  take  me  to  heaven  when  I  die ! 

5  Thank  God  my  heart  is  filled  with  joy, 

Oh  !  come  and  trust  Him  too; 
His  praise  will  then  be  your  employ, 
This  Jesus  died  for  you. 
Cho.—\\:Fov  you  must  be  a  lover  of  the  Lord,:|| 

Or  you'll  ne'er  go  to  heaven  when  you  die. 


AM  I  A  LOVER  OF  THE  LORD. 

1  Am  I  a  lover  of  the  Lord, 

A  sinner  saved  by  grace "i* 
Oh,    speak,  dear   Saviour,  while   my 

Still  waits  before  Thy  face,     [soul 

Cho. — Oh,  you  must  be  a  lover,  &c. 

Oh,  yon  must  be  a  lover,  &c. 

Oh,  you  must  bu  a  lover,  &c. 
Or  you'll   ne'er  go  to  heaven  when 
you  die. 


2  Dear  Lord,  my  soul  is  sick  of  sin, 
I  thii'st  for  joys  divine; 

I  long  to  give  myself  away, 

And  know  no  will  but  Th.ine.-Cho. 

3  That  precious  blood,    that  cleans- 

ing blood, 
Oh,  was  it  shed  for  me  ? 
And,  can  a  guilty  sinner  claim 
The  drops  that  flowed  so  free  "^-Cko. 

4  I  have  rebelled  against  His  laws, 


And  disobeyed  His  word; 
And  yet  I  fain  would  tui'n.  and  be — 
A  lover  of  the  Lord.  —  C//o. 

5  The  clouds  of  sin  have  rolled  a- 
I  see  a  heavenly  light;  [way. 

The  burden  of  my  soul  is  gone. 
And  all  around  is  bright. 

Oho.  — \\:Y»s,  I  trust  I'm  a  lover,  &c.:\\ 

And  will  go  ux^  to  heaven  when  I  die. 
Mr.').  M.  A.  Kidder. 
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(I.)     L.  M.     Tune,  " Rocldngham." 

1  Saviodh  !  that  word  has  sounded  long, 
O'er  many  a  laud,  in  many  a  tongue— 
That  word  all  unaccomplished  yet—  _ 
And  can  thy  waiting  church  forget  ? 

2  We've  trodden  many  a  weary  mile. 

By  that  bright  promise  cheered  the  while ;. 
Wei«e  braved  a  wild  and  stormy  mght, 
StiSVatchiug  for  the  morning  light. 

3  And  when    the  darksome  hours  seemed 

long. 
We've  sung  the  pilgrim's  homeward  soug. 
And  'mid  the  angry  billows'  roar. 
Have  told  of  Canaan's  happy  shore. 

i  But,  Saviour,  we  are  exiles  still. 
The  road  is  rough,  the  night  is  chill; 
We  see  the  bright  and  morning  star. 
But  it  is  yet  too  faint,  too  far. 

5  Long  have  we  wept  and  watched  in  vain. 
But  Thou  hast  said,  '•  I  come  again." 
Soon  let  us  hear  Thy  welcome  voice, 
Soon  bid  Thy  waiting  church  rejoice. 

(2.)     L.  M.     Tune  "  Forrest." 

1  Oh  !  Lord,  have  mercy  on  my  soul, 

According  to  Thy  wondrous  grace; 
Thy  mercies  never  can  be  told, 
Keveal  to  me  Thy  shining  face. 

2  Oh !  wash  me  from  my  guilt  and  shame. 

And  cleanse  my  soul  from  every  sin. 
For  I  have  oft  contemned  Thy  name, 
Oh  what  a  sinner  I  have  been. 

3  Purge  me  with  hyssop,  make  me  clean, 

My  soul  with  ,ioy  and  gladness  fill. 
Give  me  a  peace  that's  calm,  serene, 
•      Like  that  which  rests  on  Zion's  liill. 
i  Create  mv  heart  entirely  new. 

And  with  mc  let  Thy  spirit  dwell, 
Give  me  a  joy  I  never  knew, 
Then  sinners  shall  be  turned  from  hell. 
6  Dear  Saviour,  open  Thou  my  lips. 

Then    shall   my  heart   show  fortli  Ihy 
Of  Thy  great  sacrifice  I'll  teach,     [praise, 
While  God  shall  lengthen  out  ray  days. 
E.  r.  II. 


SONG  EVANGEL. 

(3.)    L.  M.     Tune  "  Retreat,"  p.  75. 
1  When  I  survey  the  wondrous  cross 
On  which  the  Prince  of  Glory  died. 
My  richest  gain  I  count  but  loss, 

And  pour  contempt  on  all  my  pride. 
Forbid  it.  Lord,  that  I  should  boast 

Save  in  the  death  of  Christ  my  God: 
All  the  vain  things  that  charm  me  most, 
I  sacrifice  them  to  His  blood. 
3  See  from  His  head.  His  hands.  His  feet, 
Sorrow  and  love  flow  mingled  down  ! 
Did  e'er  such  love  and  sorrow  meet. 
Or  thorns  compose  so  rich  aT;rown  ! 
i  Were  the  whole  realm  of  nature  mine. 
That  were  a  present  far  too  small; 
Love  so  amazing,  so  divine. 
Demands  my  soul,  my  life,  my  all.  ^^^^^ 

(4.)     L.  M.     Tune  page  80. 

1  Jesus,  assembled  in  Thy  name. 
This  promise  at  Thy  hand  we  claim: 
We  do  believe;  oh  let  us  see 

Great  signs  and  wonders  wrought  by  Thee. 

2  Command,  and  these  dead  souls  shall  live. 
These  bUnd  at  once  their  sight  receive; 
Speak,  and  these  deaf  shall  hear  Thy  voice. 
These  dumb  in  loudest  songs  rejoice. 

3  Now  let  Thy  mighty  power  be  known; 
Now  break  or  melt  these  hearts  of  stone : 
We  do  believe,  shall  we  not  see 

New  signs  and  wonders  wrought  by  Thee  : 

i  Claim  now  the   souls  whom  Thou   hast 

bought;  _  [sought: 

Fetch  home  the    wanderers    Thou    hast 

See,  Lord,  we  bring  our  wants  to  Thee; 

Let  this  the  hour  of  mercy  be. 
(5.)    L.  M.     Tune  •' Heir  on." 

1  Blest  hour!  when  God  himself  draws  nigh. 

Well  pleased  His  people's  voice  to  hear. 
To  hush  the  penitential  sigh, 

And  wipe  away  the  mourners's  tear. 

2  Blest  hour !  for  where  the  Lord  resorts. 

Foretastes  of  future  bliss  are  given. 
And  mortals  find  His  earthly  com-ts 
The  house  of  God,  the  gate  of  Heaven. 


Hail,  peaceful  hour  1  supremely  blest, 

Amid  the  hours  of  worldly  care; 
The  hour  that  yields  the  spirit  rest. 

That  sacred  hour— the  hour  of  prayer. 
i  And  when  my  hours  of  prayer  are  past. 

And  this  frail  tenement  decays, 
Then  may  I  spend  in  heaven  at  last 

A  never-ending  hour  of  praise. 

Thos.  Eaffles,  18i8 
(3.)    L.  M.     Tune  "Zephyr." 

1  Wheee  are  the  dead  ?— In  heaven  or  hell 
Their  disembodied  spirits  dwell; 
Their  perished  forms,  in  bonds  of  clay. 
Reserved  until  the  judgment-day. 

2  Where  are  tiie  living  ?— On  the  groiind 
Where  prayer  is  heard  and  mercy  tound; 
Where,  in  the  compass  of  a  span. 

The  mortal  makes  th'  immortal  man. 

3  Then,  timely  warned,  let  us  begin 
To  follow  Christ  and  flee  fi-om  sm; 
Daily  grow  up  in  Him  our  Head, 
Lord  of  the  Utfcig  and  the  dead. 

J.  Montgomery. 

(7.)    L.  M.     Tune  "Windham." 

1  Stretch'd  on  the  cross,  the  Saviour  dies ; 
Hark  1  his  expiring  groans  arise: 

See  from  His  hands.  His  feet,  His  side 
Kuns  down  the  sacred  crimson  tide. 

2  But  life  attends  the  deathful  sound, 
And  flows  from  every  bleeding  wound: 
The  vital  stream,  how  free  it  flows, 

To  save  and  cleanse  his  rebel  foes  ! 

3  Can  I  siu-vey  this  scene  of  wo, 
Where  mingling  grief  and  wonder  fliivv-; 
And  yet  my  heart  tmmoved  remain. 
Insensible  to  love,  or  pain  ? 

4  Come,  dearest  Lord,  Thy  grace  impart. 
To  warm  this  cold,  this  stupid  heart ! 
Till  all  its  powers  and  passions  move 
lu  melting  grief,  and  ardent  love.     ^^^_^ 

(3  )    L.  M.     "  Old  Hundred." 
"peaise  God,  from  whom  all  blessingw  flow 
Praise  Him,  all  creatures  here  below; 
Pi-aise  Him,  above,  ye  heavenly  host; 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 


(3  )     C.  M.     Tune  page  52,  with  Chorus. 

1  Dear  Saviour,  now  to  Thee  I  turn. 

From  vanities  of  time;  [burn, 

Tliou  know'st  what  thoughts  within  ino 
To  be  a  child  of  Thine. 

2  How  oft,  alas!  I've  sought  for  peace, 

This  spacious  earth  around; 
But  all  its  joys  are  mixed  with  grief. 
True  comfort  nowhere  found. 
8  Oh  come  and  dwell  within  my  heart, 
I'll  open  wide  the  door. 
And  never,  never  more  depart; 
Thy  goodness  I'll  adore— 
4  I'll  count  it  now  my  chiefest  joy, 
To  know  Thy  righteous  will; 
And  all  my  powers  shall  find  employ 
Thy  pleasure  to  falflll. 

E.  r.  11. 
(10.)    0.  M.     Tmie  •' Avon." 

1  Eetcrn,  0  wanderer,  return, 

And  seek  thy  Father's  face; 
Those  new  desires  which  in  thee  burn 
Were  kindled  by  His  grace. 

2  Return,  O  wanderer,  return; 

He  hears  Thy  Inimble  sigh: 
He  sees  Tliy  soften'd  spirit  mourn. 
When  no  one  else  is  nigh. 

3  Return,  O  wanderer,  return. 

Thy  Saviour  bids  Thee  live: 
Come  to  His  cross,  and,  grateful,  learn 
How  freely  He'll  forgive. 
i  Return,  O  wanderer,  return, 
And  wipe  the  falling  tear: 
Thy  Father  calls, — no  longer  mourn ; 
'Tis  love  invites  thee  near. 

fVm.B.  Collt/tr.lSli. 

(11.)     C.  M.     Tune  ■'  Dedham,"  p.  66. 

1  In  evil  long  I  took  delight, 

Unawed  by  shame  or  fear, 
Till  a  new  object  struck  my  sight. 
And  stopped  my  wild  career. 

2  I  saw  One  hanging  on  a  tree, 

In  agony  and  fclood. 
Who  fixed  his  languid  eyes  on  me, 
As  near  the  cross  I  stood. 


SONG  EVANGEL 

3  Sure,  never,  till  my  latest  breath, 

Can  I  forget  that  look: 
It  seemed  to  cliarge  me  with  his  death, 
Though  not  a  word  he  spoke. 

4  Alas!  I  knew  not  what  I  did; 

But  now  my  tears  are  vain ; 
Where  shall  my  trembling  soul  bo  hid. 
For  I  the  Lord  have  slain  1 

5  A  second  look  He  gave,  that  said, 

"  I  freely  all  forgive: 
This  blood  is  for  th}'  ransom  paid, 
I  die  that  thou  may'st  live." 

Rev.  J.  Newton,  1779. 

(12.)     CM.     Tune  "  Arlington." 

1  How  sweet,  how  heavenly   is  the  sight. 

When  those  that  love  the  Lord 
In  one  another's  peace  delight. 
And  thus  fulfill  his  word! — 

2  When  each  can  feel  his  brother's  sigh, 

And  with  him  bear  a  part; 
When  sorrows  ilow  from  eye  to  eye. 
And  joy  from  heart  to  heart ! 

3  When,  free  from  envy,  scorn,  and  pride. 

Our  wishes  all  above, 
Each  can  his  brother's  failings  hide. 
And  show  a  brother's  love] 
i  Let  love,  in  one  delightful  stream. 
Through  every  bosom  flow. 
And  union  sweet  and  dear  esteem 
In  every  action  glow. 
5  Love  is  the  golden  chain  that  binds 
The  happy  souls  above ; 
And  he's  an  heir  of  heaven  who  finds 
His  bosom  glow  with  love. 

Jos.  Swairiy  1790. 

(  n.)    CM.     Tune  "  Dedham,"  p.  m. 

1  Come,  dearest  Lord,  and  feed  Thy  sheep. 

On  this  sweet  day  of  rest: 
Oh!  bless  this  flock,  and  make  this  fold 
Enjoy  a  hf  avenly  rest. 

2  Welcome  and  precious  to  my  soul 

Arc  these  sweet  days  of  love; 
But  what  a  Sabbath  shall  I  keep 
When  I  shall  rest  abovel 
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I  come,  I  wait,  I  hear,  I  pray; 

Thy  footsteps.  Lord,  I  tra(* ; 
Here,  in  Thine  own  appointed  way, 

I  wait  to  see  Thy  face. 
These  are  the  sweet  and  precious  days 

On  which  my  Lord  I've  seen; 
And  oft,  when  feasting  on  His  word. 

In  raptures  I  have  been. 

1(4.)     C.  M.     Tune  "  Mdody,"  p.  2G. 

1  How  sad  our  state  by  nature  is ! 

Our  sin — how  deep  it  stains  ! 
And  Satan  binds  onr  captive  minds, 
Fast  in  his  slavish  chains. 

2  But  there's  a  voice  of  poverl'gn  grace. 

Sounds  from  the  sacred  ^^ord ; — 
'Ho  !  ye  despairing  sinners!  come, 
And  trust  upon  the  Lord.' 

3  My  soul  obeys  tli'  almighty  call, 

And  runs  to  this  relief; 
I  would  believe  Thy  promise.  Lord! 
O  help  my  unbelief. 

/.  Waltt,  1707. 

(15.)    C.  M.     Tune  ''St.  Martin's." 

1  Oh  Lord,  we  come  at  Thy  command, 

And  "  GEEAT  THINGS  "  ask  of  thee. 
Upon  Thy  promi,«e  firm  we  stand, 
Let  us  rich  blessings  see. 

2  May  we  who  love  Thy  precious  name. 

Now  prove  thy  gracious  word. 
We  shall  not  surely  '■  call  "  iu  vain, 
Our  pleadings  will  be  heard. 

3  May  Christ  to  us  be  all  in  all, 

Of  Him  we  then  shall  tell, 
And  as  we  i^peak,  the  tears  will  fall. 
And  many  turn  from  hell. 

4  Now  may  ths  Holy  Ghopt  descend, 

And  we  Thy  "power"  receive; 
Then  shall  our  prayers  and  efforts  blend. 
And  many  shall  believe. 

5  Let  crowds  of  sinners  flock  to  hear, 

How  Jesus  took  our  place. 
And  may  they  wipe  the  falling  teax, 
And  praise  Him  lor  His  grace. 


E.  I 


.11. 
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( 16. )     C.  M.     Tune  "  Coronation,"  p.  112. 
1  While  shepherds  watch'd  their  flocks  by 
All  seated  on  the  ground,  [  night. 

The  angel  of  the  Lord  canae  down, 
And  glory  shone  around. 
«  Fear  not.  said  he,  (lor  mighty  dread 
Had  seized  their  troubled  mind,) 
Glad  tidings  of  great  joy  I  bring. 
To  you  and  all  mauldud. 

3  To  you,  in  David's  town,  this  day 

Is  born,  of  David's  line. 
The  Saviour,  who  is  Christ  the  Lord; 
And  this  shall  be  the  sign : 

4  The  heaveuly  babe  you  there  shall  find 

To  human  view  display'd. 
All  meanly  wrapp'd  in  swathing-bands. 
And  in  a  manger  laid. 

Jfahum  Tate,  1696. 
(17.)    C.  M.     Tune  page  105. 

1  All  that  I  was,  my  sin,  my  guilt. 

My  death,  was  all  my  own: 
All  that  I  am  I  owe  to  Thee, 
My  gracious,  God,  alone. 

2  The  evil  of  my  former  state 

Was  mine,  and  only  mine; 
The  good  in  which  I  now  rejoico 
Is  Thine,  and  only  Thine. 

3  The  darkness  of  my  former  state, 

The  bondage,— all  was  mine, 
Tho  light  of  life  in  which  I  walk. 
The  liberty,— is  Thine. 

4  Thy  grace  first  made  me  feel  my  sin, 

And  taught  mo  to  believe; 
Then,  in  believing,  peace  I  found. 
And  now  I  live,  I  live. 
6  All  that  I  am  e'en  here  on  eartli. 
All  that  I  hoi)o  to  be — 
When  Jesus  comes,  and  glory  dawns, 
I  owe  it,  Lord,  to  Thee. 

Rm.  II  BoncT,  IflaS. 

(1.3.)    C.  M. 
1  I  STAND  .approved  before  the  throne. 
In  Christ  I'm  justified; 
His  precious  blood  my  sin.s  atone, 
For  me  He  groaned  and  died. 


SONG  EVANGEL 

2  No  fears  of  death  alarm  me  now, 
Christ  is  my  Righteousness; 
His  name  is  written  on  my  brow, 
His  is  my  glorious  dress. 
ri  He  '11  give  me  wings  to  fly  away 
To  mansions  bright  above; 
There  I  shall  sing,  through  endless  day. 
The  glories  of  His  love. 
i  Bright  pleasures  now  for  evermore 

Shall  fill  my  soul  with  joy: 
"  Approved  in  Christ !"  what  ask  I  more? 
Let  praise  be  my  employ. 

E.  P.  H.  1SB5. 

('9.)    C.  M.     Tune  " Naomi,'i p.  105. 

1  Why  do  I  halt  in  such  a  cause  ? 

Why  do  I  linger  here  V 
To  lean  upon  so  strong  an  arm. 
Why  should  I  have  a  fear  ? 

2  Here  are  two  leaders,  here  two  ways — 

To  different  worlds  they  tend ; 
Which  will  I  take,  whioh  will  I  choose. 
And  which  will  prove  my  friend  ? 

3  My  fate  hangs  on  my  present  choice, 

My  doom  I  must  decide; 
The  choice  I  make,  for  weal  or  wo, 
Is  one  I  must  abide. 

4  Now  I  can  make  my  calling  sure, 

All  heaven  can  now  be  mine; 
No  longer  will  I  hesitate. 
Lord,  hence  I  will  be  Thine. 

(30.)    CM.     Tune  " St.  Martin's. 

1  Hark!  how  from  Sinai's  moimt  proceeds 

The  trumpet's  awful  blast ! 
While  yet  the  heart  with  anguish  bleeds, 
And  sinks  in  wo  at  last. 

2  Behold  the  sinner's  fearless  soul. 

Which  love  can  ne'er  arrest. 
With  trembling  hears  the  thunder  roll. 
And  death  approaching  fast. 

3  But  lo ! — wliat  sounds  of  heavenly  peace. 

Amid  the  storm,  I  hear; 
When  howling  winds  a  moment  cease, 
And  love  succeeds  to  fear  ! 


i  Now,  on  the  hill  of  Calvary, 
"Where  Jesus  once  was  slain, 
Sweet  peace,  and  love,  and  sympathy. 
There  all  unbroken  reign. 

(21.)     C.  M.     Tune  "  Melody,"  p.  26. 

1  Come,   Lord,    and    warm   each  languid 

Inspire  each  lifeless  tongue;      [heart. 
And  let  the  joys  of  heaven  impart 
Their  influence  to  our  song. 

2  Come,  Lord,  Thy  love  alone  can  raise 

In  us  the  heavenly  flame; 
Then  shall  om-  lips  resound  Thy  praise. 
Our  hearts  adore  Thy  name. 

0  Dear  Saviour,  let  Thy  gloyy  shine. 

And  fill  Thy  dwellings  here. 
Till  life,  and  love,  and  joy  divine 
A  heaven  on  eai-th  appear. 
i  Lord,  tune  our  hearts  to  praise  and  love; 
Our  feeble  notes  inspire. 
Till,  in  Thy  blissful  courts  above. 
We  join  the  heavenly  clioir. 

lira.  Aimn  Steele. -neO. 
(l^.)     CM.     Tune  ••  Azmon." 

1  Convinced  of  f:in,  men  now  begin 

To  call  upon  the  Lord ; 
Trembling  they  pray,  and  mourn  the  day 
In  which  they  scorned  His  word. 

2  Young  converts  sing,  and  i^raise  their 

And  bless  God';i  holy  name;       [King, 
While  older  saints  leave  their  complaints. 
And  joy  to  join  the  theme. 

3  Pour  down  a  shower  of  thy  great  power 

On  every  aching  heart: 
On  all  -who  try,  and  humbly  cry, 
That  they  may  have  a  pait. 

4  Come,  sinners  all,  hear  now  God's  call, 

And  pray  with  one  accord :     [tongues, 
Saints,   raise    your   songs,   with  joyful 
To  hail  th'  .".pproaching  Lord. 

(23.)     C.  M.     Dnxnlngy. 

Let  God  the  Father,  and  tho  Son, 

And  Spirit,  be  aflored,  [known. 

Where  there  are  works  to  make  Him 
Or  saints  to  love  the  Lord. 


(2i.)    S.  M.     Tune  "  BoylsUm.^^ 

1  Pray,  without  ceasing,  pray, 

(  Your  Captain  gives  the  word;) 
His  siimiiions  cheerfully  obey, 
Aud  call  U130U  the  Lord: 

2  To  God  your  every  want 

In  instant  prayer  display; 
Pray  always;  pray,  aud  never  faint; 
Pray,  withovjl  ceasing,  pray. 

3  In  fellov/ship,— alone. 

To  God  with  faith  di-aw  near; 
Approaeli  His  courts,  besiege  His  throne 
W.th  all  the  power  of  prayer; 

4  From  strength  to  strength  go  on ; 

Wrestle,  and  fight,  and  pray; 
Tread  all  tlic  powers  of  darkness  down. 
And  win  the  well-fought  day: 

C.  VlecUy. 
(25.)     S.  M.     Tune  "  Dennis,"  p.  ^Q. 

1  Jesus,  who  knows  full  well 

The  heart  of  ev'i-y  saint, 

Invites  us  all  our  grief  to  teU, 

To  pray,  and  never  faint. 

2  He  bows  His  gracious  ear, 

We  never  xjlead  in  vain; 
Yet  wo  must  wait  tiU  He  appear, 
And  pi  ay.  and  pray  again. 

3  Though  luibelief  suggest. 

Why  should  we  longer  wait, 
He  bids  us  never  give  Him  rest. 
But  be  auportuuate. 

4  Then  let  us  earnest  be, 

A£d  never  faint  iu  prayer; 
He  loves  our  importunity. 
And  makes  His  cause  our  care. 

Rtv.J.  Newton,  nvx 
(26.)    8.  M.     Tune  "  Golden  HilV^  p.  45. 

1  Jesus  invites  his  saints 

To  meet  around  His  board ; 
Here  p.irdoued  rebels  sit,  and  hold 
Commuuiou  with  their  Lord. 

2  For  food  he  gives  His  flesh. 

He  bids  us  drink  his  blood; 
Amazing  I'avor,  matchless  grace. 
Of  our  descending  God  1 
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3  This  holy  bread  and  wine 

Maintains  our  fainting  breath, 
By  union  with  our  living  Lord, 
And  interest  iu  His  death. 

4  We  are  but  several  parts 

Of  the  same  broken  bread; 
One  body  hath  its  several  limbs. 
But  Jesus  is  the  Head,     j  j^^^  j.g, 

(27.)    S.  M.     Tune  "  Olmuiz,^''  p.  96. 

1  The  day  is  drawing  nigh, 

Still  brighter  far  than  this, 
When  converts  like  a  cloud  shall  fly 
To  seek  the  realms  of  bliss. 

2  What  lapt'roiis  scenes  of  joy 

Shall  burst  upon  our  sight. 
When  sinners  up  to  Zion's  hill 
Like  doves  shall  speed  their  flight. 

3  Beneath  Thy  balmy  wing, 

O  Sun  of  lightcousness. 
These  happy  souls  i-hall  sit  and  sing 
The  wonders  of  Thy  grace. 

(28.)     S.  M.     Tune  "  St.  Thomas." 

1  Let  party  names  no  more 

The  Christian  world  o'erspread; 
Gentile  and  Jew,  and  bond  and  free. 
Are  one  iu  Christ  their  Head. 

2  Among  the  saints  on  earth. 

Let  mutual  love  be  found ; 
Heirs  of  the  same  inheritance. 
With  mutual  blessings  crown'd. 

3  Thus  will  the  church  below 

Resemble  that  above. 
Where  streams  of  pleasure  ever  flow. 
And  evTy  heart  is  love.  Toplady. 

(39.)    S.  M.     Tune  "  Thatcher.^' 

1  The  Holy  Ghost  is  here. 

Where  saints  in  prayer  agree. 
As  Jesus'  parting  gift  He's  near 
Each  pleading  company. 

2  Not  far  away  is  He, 

To  be  by  prayer  brought  nigh, 
But  here  iu  present  majesty. 
As  iu  His  courts  on  liigh. 
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3  He  dwells  within  our  soul. 

An  ever  welcome  Guest; 
He  reigns  with  absolute  control. 
As  Monarch  iu  the  breatt. 

4  Our  bodies  are  His  shrine. 

And  He  th'  indwelling  Lord; 
All  hail,  thou  Comforter  divine. 
Be  evermore  adored, 

C/ias.  II.  Spuiyem,  1868. 

(30.)     S.  M.     Tune  "Watchman." 

1  Triumphant  news  !  fight  on, 

■•'  The  battle  is  the  Lord's:  "     . 
Ke^=t  not  upon  an  arm  of  flesh, 
Nor  count  your  spears  aud  swords, 

2  The  battle  is  the  Lord's  ! 

Then  victory's  secure; 
Warriors  of  Chri.st,  march  on,  march  on, 
Aud  to  the  end  endure. 

3  The  battle  is  the  Lord's  ! 

Then  sing  and  praise  his  name; 
Join  with  the  hosts  of  old,  aud  prai8«3. 
For  God  is  still  the  same. 
(31.)     S.  M.     Tune  "  Olmutz,"  p.  96. 

1  Lord  God,  the  Holy  Ghost! 

In  this  accepted  hour. 
As  on  the  day  of  Pentecost, 
Descend  in  all  Thy  power. ' 

2  We  meet  with  one  accord 

In  our  appointed  place. 
And  wait  the  promise  of  our  Lord,— 
The  Spirit  of  all  grace. 

3  Like  mighty  rushing  wind 

Upon  the  waves  beneath. 
Move  with  one  impulse  every  mind; 
One  soul,  one  feeliug  breathe. 

4  The  young,  the  old,  inspire 

With  wisdom  from  above; 
And  give  us  hearts  and  tongues  of  fire. 
To  pray,  aud  praise,  aud  love. 

J .  Mo»iffomer^ 

(33.)    S.  M.     Doxolofjy. 
1  Ye  angels  round  the  throne, 
.4.nd  saints  that  dwell  below, 
W^orship  the  Father,  praise  the  Son, 
And  bless  the  Spirit  too. 
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(33.)     7s.     Tiine  "3/ar<i/n,"  p.  113. 

1  People  of  the  living  God, 

I  liave  Bought  the  world  around, 
Paths  of  sin  and  sorrow  trod, 

Peace  and  comfort  nowhere  found. 
Now  to  you  my  spirit  turns, — 

Tunis  a  fugitive  iiublest; 
Brethren,  where  yoiir  altar  burns, 

Oh,  receive  mo  into  rest  1 

2  Lonely  I  no  longer  roam, 

Like  the  cloud,  the  wind,  the  wave 
Where  you  dwell  shall  be  my  home ; 

Where  you  die  shall  be  my  grave. 
Mine  the  God  whom  you  adore ; 

Your  Redeemer  shall  be  mine; 
Earth  can  fill  my  soul  no  more; 

Every  idol  I  resign. 

(/.  Montgojmri'. 
(34.)     7s.     Tune  "  tiendon." 

1  Holy  Oliost.  with  light  divine. 
Shine  upon  this  heart  of  mine ; 
Chase  tlie  shades  of  night  away, 
Turn  my  darkness  into  day. 

2  Holy  Ghost,  with  power  divine, 
Cleanse  this  guilty  heart  of  mine ; 
Long  hath  sin,  without  control. 
Held  dominion  o'er  my  boul. 

3  Holy  Ghost,  with  joy  divine. 
Cheer  this  saddened  heart  of  mine: 
Bid  my  many  woes  depart, 

Heal  my  wounded,  bleeding  heart. 

4  Holy  Spirit,  all-divine, 

Dwell  within  this  heart  of  mine; 
Cast  down  every  idol-throne, 
Eeigu  supreme, — and  reign  alone. 

Andrew  Heed,  I:'.: 
(35.)     7s.     Tune  "PleycVs  Hymn." 

1  Saviouk,  at  Thy  feet  we  bow; 
O  voucliBafe  to  meet  us  now ! 
At  Thy  people's  earnest  cry, 
Bring  Thy  loving  mercy  nigh. 

2  Tlinu  hast  said,  where  two  or  three 
In  Thy  worship  shall  agree, 

Tl'.at  Thou  wilt  be  present  there. 
Answering  their  laithful  prayer. 
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s  iMTd,  we  plead  Thy  promise  here, 
Let  Thy  presence  now  appear; 
On  our  souls  Thy  spirit  pour. 
Light,  and  life,  and  peace  restore. 

4  Raise  our  thoughts  from  things  below; 
Faith's  discerning  eye  bestow; 
Let  our  hearts,  from  sin  made  free, 
Hold  sweet  intercourse  with  Thee. 

(36.)     7s.     Tune  "  Prayer." 

1  Come,  my  soul.  Thy  siiit  prepare, 
Jesus  loves  to  answer  prayer: 
He  Himself  has  bid  thee  pray, 
Therefore  will  not  say  thee,  nay. 

2  Thou  art  coming  to  a  King, 
Large  petitions  with  thee  bring. 
For  His  grace  and  x^ower  ai'e  such, 
None  can  ever  ask  too  much. 

3  With  my  burden  I  begin, 
Lord,  remove  this  load  of  sin ; 
Let  Thy  blood,  for  sinners  spilt. 
Set  my  conscience  free  fi'om  guilt. 

i  Lord,  I  come  to  Thee  for  rest. 
Take  possession  of  my  breast. 
There  Thy  blood-bought  right  maintain. 
And  without  a  rival  reign. 

Hcv.  J.  Newton,  1779. 

{Z7.)    7s.     Tune  "  Ilorton." 

1  Hasten,  sinner,  to  be  wise ! 

Stay  not  for  the  morrow's  sun; 
Wisdom  if  you  still  despise. 
Harder  is" it  to  be  won. 

2  Hasten,  mercy  to  implore  ! 

Stay  not  for  the  morrow's  sun. 
Lest  thy  season  should  be  o'er 
Ere  this  evening's  stage  be  run. 

3  Hasten,  sinner,  to  return  ! 

Stay  not  for  the  morrow's  sun, 
Lest  thy  lamp  should  fail  to  burn 

Ere  salvation's  work  is  done. 
i  Hasten,  sinner,  to  be  blest  1 

Stay  not  for  the  morrow's  sim, 
Lest  perdition  thee  arrest 

Ere  the  morrow  is  begun. 

Thoa.  SciiU,  1773. 


(38.)    7s.     Tune  "  Hendan." 

1  Jesus  is  gone  up  on  high; 

Biit  His  promise  still  is  here, 
"I  will  all  your  wants  supply; 
I  will  send  the  Comforter." 

2  Let  us  now  His  promise  plead. 

Let  us  to  His  throne  draw  nigh; 
Jesus  knows  His  people's  need; 
Jesus  hears  His  people's  cry. 

3  Send  us,  Lord,  the  Comforter, 

Pledge  and  witness  of  Thy  love; 
Dwelling  with  Thy  people  here. 

Leading  them  to  joys  above. 
i  Till  we  reach  the  promised  rest. 

Till  Thy  face  iiuveil'd  we  see. 
Of  this  blessed  hope  possess'd. 

Teach  us,  Lord,  to  live  to  Thee. 

r/jM.A'e^y,  1804. 
(39.)    7s.     Tune  "  Aleita." 

1  Childben,  listen  to  the  Lord, 
And  obey  His  gracious  word; 
Seek  His  face  with  heart  and  mind; 
Early  seek,  and  you  shall  find. 

2  Sor  owful,  your  sins  confess; 
Plead  His  perfect  righteousness; 
See  the  Saviour's  bleeding  side; 
Come,  you  will  not  be  denied. 

3  For  His  worship  now  prepare; 
Kneel  to  Him  in  fervent  prayer; 
Serve  Him  with  a  perfect  heart; 
Never  from  His  ways  depart. 

(40.)    7s.     Tune  "Martyn,"  p.  1\3. 
1  Calmer  of  my  troubled  heart. 

Bid  my  unbelief  depart; 

Speak,  and  all  my  sorrows  cease; 

Speak,  and  all  my  soul  is  peace. 

Comfort  me,  whene'er  I  mourn. 

With  the  hope  of  Thy  return; 

And,  till  I  Thy  glory  see. 

Help  me  to  believe  in  Thee. 

Clas.  JT'etlfiy,  17M. 
(41.)    7b.     Doxology. 

Sing  we  to  our  God  above, 

Praise  eternal  as  His  love; 

Praise  Him,  all  ye  heavenly  host, — 

Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 


(42.)     Tune,  "  Annie  LisU." 

1  Nothing,  either  great  or  small. 

Nothing,  sinner,  no; 
Jesus  died  and  paid  it  all. 

Long,  long  ago. 
Clio. — "  It  is  finished  !"  Yes  indeed, 
Finished  every  jot; 
Sinner,  this  is  all  you  need ; 
Tell  me,  is  it  not  ? 

2  When  He  from  His  lofty  throne 

Stooped  to  do  and  die. 
Every  thing  was  fully  done — 

"  'Tis  finished,"  was  His  cry. — Cho. 

3  Weary,  working,  plodding  one. 

Wherefore  toil  you  so  ? 
Cease  your  doing ;  all  was  done 
Long,  long  ago. — Cho. 

i  Till  to  Jesus'  work  you  cling. 
By  a  simple  faith, 
"Doing  is  a  deadly  thing, 
Doing  ends  in  death." — Cho. 

5  Cast  your  deadly  doing  down, 
Down  at  Jesus'  feet; 
Stand  in  Him,  in  Him  alone, 
Glorious  and  complete. — Cho. 

Xtevt  ifr.  Pivci<rr. 

(13.)     Tune  "  Annie  Lisle." 

1  Jesds  I  am  happy  now, 

Happy  Lord  in  Thee ; 
I  have  seen  Thy  bleeding  brow. 

And  felt  it  was  for  me. 
Cho. — "It  is  finished  !"  Yes  indeed, 
Finished  every  jot; 
Sinner,  this  is  all  you  need ; 
Tell  me,  is  it  not? 

2  Jesus  I  to  Thee  would  cling. 

Every  day  and  hour; 
Then  my  heart  will  always  sing. 
Of  Thy  love  and  power. — Chu. 

3  I  would  ne'er  forget  to  pray, 

Every  day  to  Thee ; 
Thou  will  teach  me  what  to  say, 
Thou  wilt  answer  me. — Cho. 
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4  Lord  forbid  that  I  should  part, 

Ever  from  Thy  side ; 
Thou  with  joy  wilt  fill  my  heart. 
If  I  in  Thee  abide.— C'Ao. 

5  Help  me  tell  to  all  I  know, 

Th'  story  of  Thy  love ; 
May  they  quickly  to  Thee  go. 
And  dwell  with  Thee  above. — Cho. 
E.  P.  H.    Ib73. 
(44.)     73  &  6s.     Tune"Wehb." 

1  Shall  we,  wliose  souls  are  lighte-I 

With  wi.-^dom  from  on  high, 
Shall  we  to  men  benighted. 

The  lamp  of  life  deny  ? 
Salvation  !  O,  salvation  ! 

The  joyful .'  ound  proclaim. 
Till  earth's  remotest  nation 

Has  learned  Messiah's  nama  I 

2  Waft,  waft  ye  winds,  his  story, 

And  you,  ye  waters,  roll, 
Till,  like  a-  sea  of  glory, 

It  spreads  from  pole  to  pole. 
Till,  o'er  our  ransomed  nature, 

The  Lamb,  for  sinners  slain, 
Kedeemer,  King.,  Creator, 

In  bliss  returns  to  reign. 

B.  Ileber,  l<ii:>. 

(45.)     Tune  "  I  want  to  be  an  angel," 

1  We  all  must  speak  for  Jesus, 

Who  hath  redemption  wrought, 
Who  gave  us  peace  and  pardon, 

Which  by  His  blood  He  bought. 
We  all  must  speak  for  Jesus 

To  show  how  much  we  owe 
To  Him  who  died  to  save  us 

From  death  and  endless  woe. 

2  We  all  must  speak  for  .Jesus, 

Where'er  our  lot  may  fall. 
To  brothers,  sisters  neighbors, 

In  cottage  and  in  hall. 
We  all  must  speak  for  Jesus, 

T)ie  world  in  darkness  lies. 
With  Him  against  the  mighty 

Together  we  must  rise.  ; 
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(46.)    8a  &  7s.     Tune  "  Nettleton  "  p.  32. 

1  Wilt  TIioii  help  me,  dearest  Jesus, 

While  I  come  to  Thee  for  aid  ? 
'Tis  Thy  precious  blood  that  fi-ees  us 

From  the  debt  upon  us  laid. 
But,  dear  Saviour,  I  implore  Thee, 

Turn  on  me  Thy  pitying  look. 
All  my  sins  are  now  before  Thee, 

Written  down  in  God's  own  book. 

2  Thou  who  once  wast  throned  in  glorj'. 

Suffered  death  on  Calvary, 
Oh  I  how  wonderful  the  story^ 

Thou  didst  bleed  and  die  for  me  ! 
Y^es,  that  I  might  be  forgiven, 

Thou  didst  leave  Thy  home  on  high ; 
And  that  I  might  sing  in  heaven, 

On  that  cruel  cross  didst  die. 

3  Now  my  heart  is  filled  with  gladness. 

Since  my  hope  I  stay  on  Thee; 
Thou  wilt  drive  away  all  sadness. 

All  my  sins  are  pardoned  free. 
I  shaU  join  the  heavenly  chorus. 

Singing  praise  to  Jesus'  love; 
Trusting  Him,  He'll  go  before  ua. 

He  will  bring  us  home  above. 

E.  f.  U. 

(47.)    83  &  7s.     Tune  page  32. 

1  Come  to  Jesus,  all  ye  weary, 

Burden'd  with  the  load  of  sin: 
Come  to  Jesus,  He  is  ready 
To  receive  such  wanderers  in. 

Cho. — You'll  love  Jesus, you  will  praiseHim, 
You'll  love  Jesus,  yes,  j'ou  will. 
You  will  love  Jesus,  only  trust  Him, 
He'll  receive  and  love  you  too. 

2  Come  to  Jesus,  He'll  receive  you. 

Take  His  yoke,  and  learn  of  Him; 
As  your  Prophet  to  instruct  you, — 
As  your  King  be  ruled  by  Him. — Cho. 

3  Come  to  Jesus,  He'll  receive  you; 

He  will  cancel  all  your  guilt 
'Twas  for  this  He  oame  to  s.ive  you, — 
'Twas  for  this  His  blood  was  apilt.— CAo. 
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(48.)     Tune  "  Sliall  we  gather,"  p.  62. 

1  Shall  we  dwell  with  Christ  for  ever, 

Shall  we  see  Hini  face  to  face  ? 
Shall  we  hear  His  voice,  aud  never 
Wander  from  His  sweet  embrace  ? 
Cho.—YeB,  we'U  dwell  with  Christ  for  ever. 
The  glorious  Christ,   the  precious 

Christ  for  ever; 
Dwell  iu  light  aud  peace,  and  never 
Wander  from  His  sweet  embrace. 

2  No  more  inibelief  to  cloud  us. 

No  more  tears  to  dim  the  eye, 

No  more  darkness  to  eushroud  ua 

In  the  happy  home  on  high. 

3  Gone  will  be  the  thought  of  sinning, 

Gone  the  subtle  tempter's  snare; 
Satan  conquered,  Jesus  reigning. 
Holy,  blissful  resting  there. 

D.  E.  M'Nab.  Sept.  1873. 

(49.)    Tune  page  62. 

1  Sinners,  will  you  hear  of  Jesus, 

Of  the  sacrifice  He  made. 
That  He  might  from  all  sin  free  us, 
And  redeem  us  from  the  grave  ? 
Cho. — \eB,  yes,  we  will  hear  of  Jesus ; 

Say,  can  our  guilty  sins  be  e'er  for- 
given ? 
Yes,  yes,  we  will  hear  of  Jesus; 
Say,  cau  He  set  us  free  ? 

2  Yes,  He  has  the  power  from  heaven, 

He  can  free  you  from  your  guilt; 
All  your  sins  can  be  forgiven. 
Since  for  you  Hia  blood  was  spilt 

3  Jesus  Christ,  He  is  the  Saviour 

That  can  rescue  yovi  from  siu ; 
Heaven's  gates  to  you  He'll  open. 
And  will  bid  you  enter  iu. 

.B.P.i/.,lSG6. 

(50.)     Tune  page.  70. 

1  Svrect  hour  of  iiray'r,  sweet  hour  of  pray 'r, 
That  calls  me  from  a  world  of  care, 
And  bids  me  at  my  Father's  throne 
Make  all  my  wanta  aud  wishes  liuowu: 
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In  seasons  of  distress  and  grief. 
My  soul  has  often  found  relief, 
II:  And  oft  escaped  the  tempter's  snare 
By  thy  return,  sweet  hour  of  pray'r.  :|| 

2  Sweet  hour  of  pray'r,  f^weet  hour  of  pray'r! 
The  joy  I  feel,  the  bliss  I  share. 

Of  those  whose  anxious  spirits  burn 
With  strong  desire  for  thy  return. 
With  such  I  hasten  to  the  place. 
Where  God,  my  Saviour,  shows  His  face, 
II :  And  gladly  take  my  station  there. 
To  wait  for  thee,  sweet  hour  of  prayer.  :|| 

3  Sweet  hour  of  pray'r,  sweet  hour  of  pray'r! 
Thy  wing  shall  my  petition  bear 

To  Him,  whose  truth  and  faithfulness 
Engage  the  waiting  soul  to  bless. 
And  since  He  bids  me  seek  His  face. 
Believe  His  word,  and  trust  His  grace, 
II:  I'll  cast  on  Him  my  every  care. 
And  wait  for  thee,  sweet  hour  of  pray'r.  :l| 

4  Sweet  hour  of  pray'r,  sweet  hour  of  pray'r! 
May  I  thy  consolation  share; 

Till,  from  Mount  Pisgah's  lofty  height, 
I  view  my  heaven,  and  at  the  sight. 
Put  off  this  robe  of  flesh,  and  rise 
To  seize  the  everla.sting  prize; 
II :  Aud  shout,  while  passing  through  the  air. 
Farewell,  farewell,  sweet  hour  of  pray'r.  :|| 

(51.)     Tune  "  Tour  Mission." 

1  Habk  !  the  voice  of  Jesus  calling. 

Who  will  go  aud  work  to-day  ? 
Fields  are  white,  and  harvest  waiting, 

Who  will  bear  the  sheaves  away  ? 
Loud  and  long  the  Master  calleth, 

Rich  reward  He  offers  free  ; 
Who  will  answer,  gladly  saying, 
II :  Here  am  I,  send  mc,  send  me.  :|| 

2  If  you  cannot  cross  the  ocean, 

And  the  heathen  lauds  explore. 
You  can  find  the  heathen  nearer, 

You  can  help  them  at  your  door. 
If  you  canuot  give  your  tliousauds. 

You  can  give  "  the  widow's  mite;" 
And  whate'er  you  give,  for  Jesus, 
M :  Will  be  precious  iu  His  sight.  :ll 


3  If  you  cannot  preach  like  angels. 

If  you  cannot  speak  like  Paul; 
You  can  tell  the  love  of  Jesus, 

You  can  say,  "  He  died  for  all.'' 
If  you  cannot  rouse  the  wicked. 

By  the  judgment's  dread  alarms. 
You  can  lead  the  little  children 
II:  To  the  Saviour's  waiting  arms.  :ll 

4  Be  not  then  "  excused''  by  saying, 

"  There  is  nothing  I  can  do," 
When  the  sovils  of  men  are  dying, 

And  the  Master  calls  for  you. 
In  His  name  bear  cups  of  water, 
Cast  the  mountains  in  the  sea; 
He  has  power:  go,  humbly  tell  Him, 
II:  "  Here  am  I,  send  me,  send  me."  :l| 
Eev.  J.  A.  Todd. 
(52.)     Tune"  Bethany.''^ 

1  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee; 
E'en  though  it  be  a  cross 

That  raiseth  me; 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be. 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee. 

Nearer  to  Thee. 

2  Though  like  the  wanderer. 

The  sun  gone  down. 
Darkness  be  over  me. 

My  rest  a  stone ; 
Yet  in  my  dreams  I'd  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee. 

3  There  let  the  way  appear 

Steps  unto  heaven; 
All  that  Thou  seudest  me 

In  mercy  given ; 
Angels  to  beckon  me 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee. 

4  Then,  with  my  waking  thought^;. 

Bright  with  Thy  praise. 
Out  of  my  stony  griefs 

Bethel  I'll  raise; 
So  by  my  woes  to  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 
'  Nearer  to  Thee. 

Mrs.  B.  F.  Adairu,  IWI. 


(j'?.)     5s,  Gs  &  53.     Tvne  "^pture." 

1  O  HOW  happy  are  they 
Who  their  Saviour  obey, 

And  have  laid  up  their  treasure  above  ! 
Tou^'ue  cau  never  express 
TJie  sweet  comfort  and  peace 

Of  a  Houl  iu  its  earliest  love. 

2  That  sweet  comfort  was  mine, 
Wlien  the  favor  divine 

I  fii'st  found  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb 
WlH'u  my  heart  first  believed, 
What  a  joy  I  received. 

What  a  heaven  in  Je.sus's  name  ! 

3  'Twaa  a  heaven  below, 
I\Jy  Redeemer  to  know. 

And  the  angeli  could  do  nothing  more 

Than  to  fall  at  His  feet, 

And  the  story  repeat, 
And  the  Lover  of  sinners  adore. 

4  Jesus  all  tho  (lay  long, 
Was  my  joy  and  my  song; 

O  that  all  His  palvation  might  see; 
He  hath  loved  me  I  cried, 
He  hath  suffered  and  died. 

To  redeem  such  a  rebel  as  me. 

C.    Wesle,,. 

('}\.)    8s,  7s  &  4.     Tunc  Page  3. 

1  Christ  is  coming  !  let  creation 

From  her  groans  and  travail  cease; 
Let  the  glorious  proclamation 
Hope  restore,  and  faith  increase: 

Christ  is  coming! 
Coms,  Thou  blessed  Prince  of  Peace. 

2  Earth  can  now  but  tell  the  story 

Of  Thy  bitter  cross  and  pain; 
She  shall  yst  behold  Thy  glory 
When  Thoi^  comest  back  to  reign : 

Christ  ;k  coming  ! 
Let  each  heart  repeat  the  strain. 

3  With  that  blessed  v  opo  before  us, 

Let  no  harp  remain  unstrung; 
Let  the  mighty  advent  chorus 
Ouward  roll  in  every  tongue: 

Christ  is  com;ng  ! 
Come,  Lord  Jesus,  quickly  com<'  I 

21r.c,'.;S. 


SONG  EVANGEL 

{US.)    5S  iS  7s.     Tune  " Bariimeus,"  p.  14. 

1  Blesskd  Je.suK,  how  I  love  Thee, 

Thou  didst  suffer  iu  my  stead; 
I  will  evermore  adore  Thee, 

'Twas  for  me  Thy  blood  was  shed. 

2  Yes,  this  tongue  that  once  was  silent 

Ne'er  shall  cease  to  tell  Thy  love; 
Praise  shall  now  be  its  employment. 
Here  on  earth  and  up  above. 

3  O  how  changed  my  heart  is  '  oward  Thee 

Once  I  never  loved  Thy  name; 
With  the  wicked  oft  I  scorned  Thee: 
At  the  thought  I  blush  with  shame. 

4  Now,  whenever  I  must  listen 

To  a  word  tow'rd  Thee  unkind, 
In  my  eyes  the  tearn  will  glisten, 
And  a  cloud  come  o'er  my  mind. 

5  I  will  bring,  to  get  Thy  blessing. 

All  the  children  that  I  can ; 
They  near  Thee  will  soon  be  pressing. 
Unless  pushed  away  by  man. 

E.  P.  //. 
(5S-)     Tune  '' Jesus  paid  it  all. '^ 

1  I"VE  cast  my  deadly  doing  down, 

Down  at  Jesus'  feet; 
I  stand  in  Him,  in  Him  alone. 
Glorious  and  complete. 
Clio. — Jesus  paid  it  all. 

All  to  Him  I  owe, 
And  something  either  great  or  small, 
From  love  to  Him  I'll  do. 

2  Now  to  Ji  sus'  woi'k  I'll  cling, 

By  a  simple  faith ; 
Doing  was  a  "  deadly  "  thing, 
It  would  have  been  my  death. — Chn. 

3  Legal  works  I've  given  o'er, 

Jesus  is  my  all; 
Sins  that  tasted  sweet  before 
Upon  my  senses  pall. — Chnru.'.. 

E.  r  II.  ise.'j. 

(j7.)     Gs  &  4s.     Tune  "  Happy  Land." 
1  S.vY,  hast  thou  found  a  friend  ? 
Is  Jesus  thine  ? 
His  love  shall  never  end — 
Is  Jesus  thine? 
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Earth's  pleasures  may  decrease. 
All  of  human  friendships  cease; 
Would'st  thou  have  lasting  pouce? 
Take  Jesus  thine. 

2  Think  what  He  did  for  thee,— 

Is  Jesus  thine  ? 
He  bled  upon  the  tree — 

Is  Jesus  thine  ? 
See  the  sun  in  darkness  hide 
When  for  you  the  Saviour  died; 
For  you  was  crucified; 

Take  Jesus  thine. 

3  He  is  a  friend  indeed, — 

Is  Jesus  thine? 
He'U  be  the  friend  you  need, — 

Is  Jesus  thine? 
He's  knocking,  let  Him  in! 
There's  no  other  friend  like  Him ; 
He'U  cleanse  your  soul  from  eiu; 

Take  Jesus  thine. 

K  P.  II. 

(58-)     8s,  73  &  4.     Tune"Zion." 

1  Finished,  all  the  types  and  shadows 

Of  the  ceremonial  law; 
Finished  all  that  God  had  promised ; 
Death  and  Hell  no  more  shall  awe. 

"It  is  finished  !" 
Saints  from  hence  their  comfort  draw. 

2  Tune  your  harps  anew,  ye  seraphs : 

Strike  them  to  tmmanuel's  name: 
All  on  earth,  and  all  in  heaven. 
Join  the  triumph  to  proclaim : 

"It  is  finished!" 
Glory  to  the  bleeding  Lamb. 

Jon.  Evana,  K^. 

(59.)     8s,  7s  .t  4.     Voxology. 

1  LoKD,  dismiss  us  with  Thy  blessing; 
Fill  our  hearts  with  joy  and  peace; 
Let  us  each.  Thy  love  possessing, 
Triumph  in  redeeming  grace; 

O  refresh  us, 
Traveling  through  this  wildernesB, 

W.  Sklrle;/,  VU. 
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Titles   in    Small    Caps  ;    First  Lines   in  Roman. 


Page 

\  bove  the  waves  of  earthly  strife 34 

}\   Accepted  in  Christ,  who  has 99 

A  Child's  Prayer 74 

Alas!  and  did  my  Saviour  bleed....  28 

A  little  child,  I  pray 77 

All  hail  the  power  of  Jeeus'  name 112 

All  that  I  was,  my  sin,  my  guilt 120 

All  ye  that  pass  by 61 

Almost  persuaded 17 

Although  a  child,  I've  often 80 

Amazing  Grace.   CM 97 

America.   6s  &  4g : 114 

Am  I  a  lover  of  the  Lord 117 

Amoy.    Gs  &  -Is 14 

And  can'.st  thdu,  sinner,  slight 45 

Angels  hovering  round 36 

Arise,  my  soul,  arise   94 

Art  thou  weary,  art  thou  languid 73 

At  the  Cross  there's  Room 40 

Awake,  my  toul,  iu  joyful  lays 18 

Bartimeus.   8s  &  7s 14 

Battling  for  the  Lord oO 

Beautiful  River 62 

Behold  the  throne  of  grace 4.5 

Belmont.    8s,  7s  &  4s 50 

Beloved,    lis  &  8s 10 

Blessed  Assurance— Jesus  is 109 

Blessed  Jesus,  blessed  Jesus ii.3 

Blessed  Jesus,  how  I  love  Thee 123 

Blessed  Saviour,  Thee  I  love 102 

Blest  hour,  when  God  himself 118 

Blest  Jesus,  when  my  soaring 82 

Breaking  through  the  clouds  that 41 

By  faith  I  view  my  Saviour  dying 88 
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Calmer  of  my  troubled  soul 122 
Can  my  soul  find  rest  from 37 

Cast  the  Net 65 

Children,  hsten  to  the  Lord 122 

Christian,  go  and  tell  to  Jesus C3 

Christ  is  coming  I  let  creation 125 

Christians,  will  you  meet  us? 26 

Chrlst  weeping  over  Sinners 75 

Come,  all  ye  saints  of  God 114 

Come,  come  to  Jeisus 09 

Come,  dearest  Lord,  and  feed  Thy 110 

Come,  Holy  Ghost,  our  hearts  inspire..     97 

Come,  let  us  join  our  cheerful 26 

Come,  Lord,  and  warm  each 120 

Come,  ray  soul,  thy  suit  prepare 122 

Come,  sinners,  view  the  Lamb  of  God. .     43 

Come,  Thou  Fount 32 

Come  to  Jesus,  all  ye  weary 123 

CoMF,  TO  Jesus,  just  now 90 

Come,  ye  sinners,  poor  and  needy 50 

Convinced  of  sin,  men  now  begin 120 

Coronation.   C.  JI 112 

DEAR  Jesus,  I  am  Thine 100 
Dear  Jesus,  I  long  to  be  perfectly. . .     69 

Dear  Jesus,  I  to  Thee  would  come 101 

Dear  Jesus,  now  I  trust  I'm  Thine 100 

Dear  Jesus,  we  would  look  to 6 

Dear  Saviour,  now  to  Thee  I  turn 119 

Dear  Saviour,  open  wide  the  gate 80 

Dedham.    cm 66 

Dennis.   S.  M 20 

Depth  of  Mercy,  can  there  be 51 

Did  Christ  o'er  sinner.s  weep ? 45 

DuANE  Street.    L.  M.  Double 78 

Duke  Street.   L.  M 80 


Ektreaty.    88&7s,..,. !;T 
Even  Me ti 

Farewell,  faithful  friends,  we  must. ...     85 
Father,  the  storm  is  high 37 

Finished  all  the  types  and  shadows 12f) 

From  every  stormy  wind  that 7.'; 

Gethsemane.   cm 62 

Glory  to  the  Lamb 3C 

God  is  gone  up  on  high 94 

Golden  Hill.   S.  M 45 

Go   LEAVE    THY   HEART  WITH   JeSUS 23 

Go  thou  in  life's  fair  morning 46 

Great  God,  attend,  while  Zion  sings 89 

HAGUE.    CM 86 
Hail  I  my  ever  blessed  Jesus 15 

Hail  I  sovereign  love  that  first 79 

Happy,  Ever  Happy 64 

Hark  !  how  from  Sinai's  mount 120 

Hark  1  the  voice  of  Jesus  calhng 124 

Hasten,  sinner,  to  be  wise 122 

Hearts  of  stone,  relent,  relent 113 

He  leadeth  me 9 

Help  and  Relieve 37 

He  paid  the  Debt PS 

Here  it  was,  the  Lord  of  glory 14 

He  shall  appear 81 

Holy  Ghost,  with  light  divine 322 

Hoi  Reapers  of  Life's  Harvest 46 

How  many  sheep  are  straying (30 

How  sad  our  state  by  nature  is 119 

H'lw  sweet,  how  heavenly  is  the 119 

How  sweet  the  name  of  Jesus  sounds. . .     5'i 


I  am  coining,  I  am  coming 91 
I  am  coming  to  the  Cross 31 

I'm  far  frae  my  hame 116 

I'm  thinkino  of  my  Sins 57 

I  AM   TRUSTING,    LOUD,    IN  THEE ol 

I  can  sing  \v  it!i  all  my  heart 59 

I  FEEL  LIKE    SiNGINQ   ALL  THE  TIME...    108 

I've  cast  my  fleadly  doiug  &ovn\ 125 

I  have  entered  the  valley  of  blessing. . .  22 

I  have  found  a  i^recious  Saviour 32 

I  have  heard  of  a  place  over  there 7 

I  hear  the  Savimir  say  77 

I  hear  tlie  word^i  of  love 20 

I  know  'tis  Jcsuii  loves  my  soul 74 

I  love  my  precious  Saviour, il 

I  love  the  Lord  my  God,  because 1C8 

I  love  Thy  kingdom.  Lord 20 

I  LOVK   TO    HEAR   THE    STOET CO 

I  LOVE   TO    TELL  THE   StOEY 39 

I  MOST  BE  A  Lover  of  the  Lord...    .   117 

In  evil  long  I  took  delight 119 

In  Jesus'  Name 106 

In  Pilate's  house  behold 96 

In  some  way  or  other,  the  Lord 91 

In  the  house  of  God,  this  hour 104 

In  the  New  Jerusalem 107 

In  Tliy  Cross  is  all  my  plea 31 

In  Thy  great  name,  O  Lord 66 

I  once  was  a  ^t^-anger  to  grace 110 

I  stand  approved  before  the  throne 120 

I  think  wlicn  I  read  tliat  sweet 10 

I  thirst,  tlaou  wounded  Lamb  of  God. . .     75 

Jesus,  accept  the  praise 95 

Jesus,  assembled  in  Thy  name 118 

Jesus  died  for  me 77 

Jesus  died  on  Calvary's  mountain 68 

Jesus  died  upon  the  tree 54 

Jesus,  from  His  throne  on  high 5S 

Jesus,  I  am  happy  now 123 

Jesus,  I  am  near  to  Thee 42 

Jesus,  1  love  Thy  charming 97 

Jesus  in  Tilate's  Hall.   S.  M 96 

Jesus  invites  His  saints 121 

Jesus  is  gone  \i\i  on  hifjh 122 

Jeeus,  keep  me  near  the  Cross 42 
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Jesus  Lifted  Up 6 

Jesus  Lives 115 

Je  us  loved  me  when  he  died 68 

Jesus,  lover  of  my  soul 113 

Jesus  Loves  me 68 

Jesus,  my  all,  to  heaven  is  pone 78 

Jesus  of  Nazareth  passeth  by 70 

Jesus  on  the  Cross 14 

Jesus  on  the  Cross  I  saw 93 

Jesus,  Saviour,  pity  me 17 

Jesus  shall  eeign.    L.  M 89 

Jesus,  transporting  name 95 

Jesus,  where'er  Thy  people  meet 19 

Jesus,  who  knows  full  well 121 

Judgment  Hymn 103 

T^  eep  on  Praying 27 

rand  ahead  !  its  fruits  arc  waving 24 

J  Lenox.     H.  M 94 

Let  God  the  Father  and  the  Sou 120 

Let  party  names  no  more 121 

Life  for  a  Look 68 

Lift  up  your  eyes,  ye  sons  of 79 

Long  my  spirit  pined  in  sorrow 27 

Long  Time  Ago 68 

Looking  only  to  Jesus 84 

Look,  look  to  Je.sus 5 

Look,  yc  saints  !   the  sight  is 51 

Lot  on  a  narrow  neck  of  land 107 

Lord,  dismiss  us  with  Thy  blessing 125 

Lord  God  the  Holy  Ghost ! 121 

Lord,  grant  that  wo  by  faith 79 

Lord,  I  hear  of  showers  of 92 

Lord  teaoh  a  little  child  to  pray 74 

Lord,  to  Tliee  my  heart  ascending 93 

Love  of  Jesus 48 

Lo\^NO  Kindness.  L.  M 18 

Many  woes  had  Christ  endured .  102 

JiAKTYN.    7s.  Double 113 

May  a  little  child  like  me 59 

May  the  grace  of  Christ,  our  Saviovir. ...  14 

Melody,   CM         26 

Men  of  the  Christian  Mission 11 1 
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Mercy's  Fbee S8 

"Mercy,  O  Thou  Son  of  David  !'' 15 

Meribah.  8s  &  6s 106 

Moody ill 

More  Love  to  Thee.  6  Christ 63 

Mourner,  wheresoe'er  thou  art 40 

My  AiN  Countree,     . .                Ilfi 

My  God,  lam  Thine!  whataV." ....  9J 

My  God,  I  have  found 98 

My  heavenly  home  is  bright  and 81 

My  Home  is  there ,  34 

My  Jesus   I  love  Thee    ."SJO 

My  Jesus  I  would  ne'er  forget oS , 

My  Saviour  loves  me,  this  1 117 

My  Sins  appear  in  dark  array 63 

My  Soul  complete  in  Jesus  stands S8 

My  thoughts  on  awful  gjibjects 86 

VTaomi.    CM 105 

1\    Nearer  my  God,  t-:  J.'hec 124 

Near 'jhe  Ceo.ss 42 

None  but  Jesus 16 

No  ONE  Knows  but  Jesus L'' 

Nothing,  either  great  or  smaU Tio 

Now  is  th'  accepted  time -0 

Now  the  Saviour  staudeth  pleading S7 

0  Blessed  Feet  or  Jesus i  J 

O,  bliss  of  the  puriliea !  blifru C .' 

O  eyes  that  are  weary,  and  lieartts 5 

O  for  a  thousand  tongues  to  eiug 112 

O  for  the  happy  hour 96 

O  happy  day,  ble.st  d:iy  of  grace 7 ' 

Oh  God,  we  need  Thy  mighty 1  rx 

Oh  1  Happy  Day 43 

O  how  happy  are  they '. .  12.5 

Oh  Lord,  liavc  mercy  on  my  soul 110 

Oh  Lord,  we  come  at  Thy  command 119 

Oh,  now  I  see  the  crimson  wave 4 

Oh,  wondrous,  deep,  unbounded 101 

O  Land  of  rest,  for  thee  I  Sigh 11 

Olmutz.    S.  AI c-: 

O  Lord,  how  can  I  come  to  Thee (ij 

O  Lord ,  Thy  work  revive i-6 

Once  luoro  wo  come  before  our 66 
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Open  my  eyes,  O  Lord,  to  eeo R'^ 

C>  precious  Blood,  O  glorious  dpai,'i G 

O  aiNfi  OF  His  Mighty  Lovi-: <")7 

O  Thou,  in  Wliosc  iireKeii.c,  rny 10 

OvR  Work  Sokg 05 

Over  There 7 

pas3  me  not. 73 

People  of  the  Living  God         122 

Pilgrims  •■ve  are  to  Canaatv  bound 115 

Praisi;  (iod,  fi'oni  whom  all w.  118 

Pn.iisE  XHE  LORP,  He's  Pardoned  me  . .  13 

r'AAYKR  FOB   THE   HOLY   SPIRIT 105 

Prayer  is  the  soul's  sincere  desire 105 

Pray,  without  ceasing,  pray 121 

Precious  Jesus,  Ho  is  luiue 59 

J) edeeniiiig  worlr  is  done 77 

1 1  Rest  in  Thee 33 

llETEEAT.     L.  :\[ 75 

lluturu,  O  wandei-er,  return 119 

lievive  Thy  work,  O  Lord 96 

■  KocK  OF  Ages.   7s.  6  lines 102 
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Siu  ;.  ■■■r  at  Thy  fct-t  we  bow 122 

S.wiouJt,  L.'.(fR  A  Shepherd  le.4.d  us..       3 

Saviour  of  the  L,;n-*;ick  soul 31 

Saviour!  that  word  has  tC',7T)ded 118 

.Saviour,  who  Thy  flock  art  t'dediug .S7 

Say,  Christians,  will  you  meet 26 

.Say,  hast  thou  found  a  friend  ? 125 


Shall  we  dwell  with  Christ. 
Sjhall  we  gather  at  the  river. 


Shall  we,  whose  souls  are ,,■?'...  123 

Sing,  Sing,  Sing _./ 104 

Sing  we  to  our  God  above, . . .  Mil 122 

Sinners,  will  you  licar  of  JesuS] 12-1 

Sound  the  Battle  Cry  . . .' m 

Stretched  on  the  Cross,  the  Saviour 118 

Sweeping  through  the  Gates 72 
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Sweet  hoiir  of  prayer 

Sweet  is  the  work,  O  Lord 20 

S-iVEET  Story 10 

Sweet  the  moments,  rich  in 15 

Teach  us,  O  Lord,  how  weak  we 105, 

Tell  me  the  old,  old  story ii 

The  Better  Land 64 

The  Bright  Forever 41 

The  Cleansing  'Wave 4 

The  Cross,  the  Cross,  the 83 

The  day  is  drawing  nigh 121 

The  Garden  Hymn.    C.  P.  M 85 

The  Golden  Chain 47 

The  Hallowed  Cross S3 

The  Holy  Ghost  is  here 121 

The  Judgment  day  is  coming 103 

The  Lord  into  His  garden  comes 85 

The  Lord  our  Riohteoussess 82 

The  Lord  will  provide 91 

The  Old.  Old  Story 44 

The  Penitent 37 

The  Penitent  Child.    CM 80 

There  are  angels  hovering  round 36 

There  is  a  glorious  world  on 78 

There  is  life  for  a  look  at  the 68 

Tliere  is  no  love,  like  the  love  of 48 

The  Saviour  died,  but  stiU  He 115 

Tlie  "  Second  time  ■'  He  shall  appear. . .  81 

The  Son  of  God  o'er  sinners  weei^s 75 

The  Valley  of  Blessing 22 

The  world  is  overcome  by  the 35 

Thine,  Lord,  forever 76 

Think  how  the  holy  Saviour  bled lOt 

TUou  God  of  truth  and  love  95 

Thou  ha8t  taught  ns,  dear  Jesus 84 

Thou  Hidden  Love  of  God 19 

Thou  Spirit  of  all  grace 114 
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